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PREFACE. 


Am inclined to think that both the wri- 
ters of books, and the readers of them, 
are generally not a little unreaſonable 
in their expectations. The firſt ſeem to fan- 
cy that the world muſt approve whatever 
they produce, and the latter to imagine that 
authors are obliged to pleaſe them at any 
rate. Methinks as on the one hand, no ſin- 
gle man is born with a right of controuling 
the opinions of all the reſt ; ſo on the other, 
the world has no title to — that the 
whole care and time of any particular perſon 
ſhould be ſacrificed to its entertainment. 
Therefore I cannot but believe that writers 
and readers are under equal obligations, for 
as much fame, or plkaſure, as cach affords 
the other. 

Every one acknowledurs, 3 it would be a 
wild notion to expect perfection in any work 
of man: and yet one would think the con- 
trary was taken for granted, by the judg- 
ment commonly paſt upon Poems. A Cri- 
tic ſuppoſes he has done his part, if he 

proves a writer to have faiPd in an expreſ- 
„ in _ particular point : and 


Can 


can it then be wonder at, if the Poets in 
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general ſeem reſolv'd not to own them- 


ſelves in any error? For as long as one fide 


deſpiſes a well-meant endeavour, the other 
will not be fatisfy*d with a moderate appro- 
ESE TIA 

I am afraid this extreme zeal on both 
fades is ill plac'd ; Poetry and Criticiſm be- 
ing by no means the univerſal concern of 
the world, but only the affair of idle men 
who write in their cloſets, and of idle men 
who read there. Yet ſure upon the whole, 
a bad Author deſerves better uſage than a bad 
Critic: a man may -be the former merely 
thro* the misfortune of an ill judgment, but 


he cannot be the latter without both that and 
an ill temper. rl 1 FA 


I think a good deal may be aid to exte- 


nuate the fault of bad Poets. What we call 


a Genius, is hard to be diſtinguiſh*d by a 
man himſelf, from a ſtrong inclination : ' and 


it be never ſo great, he can not at firſt diſ- 


cover it any other way, than by that preva- 
tent propenſity which renders him the more 

liable to be miſtaken. The only method he 

has, is to make the experiment by writing, 

and appealing. to the judgment of others: 

And if he happens to write ill (which is cer- 

tainly no ſin in itſelf) he is immediately made 

an object of ridicule. I with we had the hu- 

manity to reflect that even the worſt authors 
es might 
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P RE FAG E. 5 
might endeavour to pleaſe us, and in that 
endeavour, deſerve fomething at our hands. 
We have no cauſe to quarrel with them but 
for their obſtinacy in perſiſting, and this too 

may admit of - alleviating circumſtances. 
Their particular friends may be either igno- 
rant, or inſincere; and the reſt of the world 
too- well-bred to ſhock them with a truth, 
which generally their Bookſellers are the firſt | 
that 11770 them of. This happens not till 
they have ſpent too much of their time, to 
apply to any profeſſion which might better 
fit their talents; and till ſuch talents as they 
have are ſo far diſcredited, as to be but of 
imall ſervice to them. For (what is the 
hardeſt caſe imaginable) the reputation of a 
man generally depends upon the firſt ſteps 
he makes in the world, and people will eſta- 
bliſh their opinion of us, from what we do 
at that ſeaſon when we have leaſt judgment 
to direct us. 

On the other hand, a good Poet no ſoon- 
er communicates his works with the ſame 
deſire of information, but it is imagin'd he 
is a vain young creature given up to the am- 
bition of fame; when perhaps the poor man 
is all the while trembling with the fear of 
being ridiculous. If he is made to hope he 
may pleaſe the world, he falls under very 
unlucky circumſtances: for from the mo- 
ment he prints, he muſt expect to hear no 

| 3 more 
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more truth, than if he were a Prince, or a 
Beauty. If he has not very good ſenſe, 
his living thus in a courſe of flattery may put 
him in no ſmall danger of becoming a Cox- 


comb: If he has, he will conſequently have 


ſo much diffidence, as not to reap any great 
ſatisfaction from his praiſe ; ſince if it be gi- 
ven to his face, it can ſcarce be diſtinguiſh'd 
from flattery, and if in his abſence, it is hard 
to be certain of it. Were he ſure to be com- 
mended by the beſt and moſt knowing, he 


is as ſure of being envy*d by the worlt and 


moſt ignorant; for it is with a fine Genius 
as with a fine faſhion, all thoſe are diſpleas'd 
at it who are not able to follow it: And tis 
to be fear'd that eſteem will ſeldom do any 
man fo much good, as ill-will does him harm. 

Then there 1s a third claſs of people who 
make the largeſt part of mankind, thoſe of 
ordinary or indifferent capacities; and theſe 
(to a man) will hate, or ſuſpect him: a hun- 


dred honeſt gentlemen will dread him as a 


wit, and a hundred innocent women as a ſa- 
tiriſt. In a word, whatever be his fate in 


Poetry, it is ten to one but he muſt give uß 
all the reaſonable aims of life for it. There 
are indeed ſome advantages accruing froma 
Genius to Poetry, and they are all I can 
think of: the agreeable power of ſelf-amuſe- 
ment when a man is idle or alone; the pri- 


vilege of being admitted into the beſt com- 


pany 3 


ne Frey * 
x — c 2 - . 2 3 
e ** ö 
ep 75 „ er 2 * E — 
r K GS 42 = Cane —_—_— 
In « 3 8 
— 6 — 3 
2 -Y . 
* * _—_ o # 


pa 


= Ft A 
+ bf” Ol Miko. Oh - Bi. nn A oi. counts , Oh 
| 
- q — s 1 —_ PT ITC IT 
W S 


PREFACE. 7 
my; and the freedom of ſaying as many 
an things as other people, without be- 
ing ſo ſeverely remark*d upon. | 
J believe, if any one, early in his life 
ſhould contemplate the dangerous fate of au- 
thors, he would ſcarce be of their number 
on any conſideration. The life of a Wit is. 
a. warfare upon earth; and the preſent ſpirit 


of the learned world is fuch, that to attempt 


to ſerve it (any way) one muſt have the 
conſtancy of a martyr, and a reſolution to- 

ſuffer for its fake. I could wiſh people 

would believe what I am pretty certain they 
will not, that I have been leſs concern'd a- 
bout Fame than I durſt declare till this occa-- 
ſion, when methinks I ſhould find more 


credit than I could. heretofore : ſince my 


writings have had their fate already, and *tis 
too late to think of prepoſſeſſing the reader 
in their favour. I would plead it as ſome 
merit in me, that the world has: never 
been prepared for theſe Trifles by: Prefaces, 
byaſt by recommendations,. dazzled with 
the names of great patrons, wheedled with 
fine reaſons and pretences, or troubled with 
excuſes, I confeſs it was want of conſi- 
deration that made me an author ; I writ 
becauſe it amuſed me; I corrected becauſe 
it was as pleaſant to me to correct as to 
write; and I publiſh'd becauſe I was told 
L might pleaſe ſuch as it. was a credit to 

pleaſe, 
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pleaſe, To what degree I have done this, 
I am really ignorant; I had too much 


fondneſs for my productions to judge of 


them at firſt, and too much judgment to be 
pleas'd with them at laſt. But I have rea- 
ſon to think they can have no reputation 
which will continue long, or which deſerves 
to do ſo: for they have always fallen ſhort 


not only of what I read of others, but even 
of my own Ideas of Poetry. 


If any one ſhould imagine I am not in 
earneſt, I deſire him to reflect, that the An- 
tients (to ſay the leaſt of them) had as much 

enius as we; and that to take more pains, 
and employ more time, cannot fail to pro- 
duce more complete pieces. They con- 


ſtantly apply'd themſelves not only to that 


art, but to that ſingle branch of an art, 


to which their talent was moſt powerfully ] 


bent ; and it was the buſineſs of their lives 


to correct and finiſh their works for poſte- 


rity. If we can pretend to have uſed the 


fame Induſtry, let us expect the ſame im- 


mortality : Tho? if we took the ſame care, 
we ſhould ſtill lie under a farther misfor- 
tune: they writ in languages that became 
univerſal and everlaſting, while ours are ex- 
tremely limited both in extent, and in du- 
ration, A mighty foundation for our pride ! 


when the utmoſt we can * is but to be 
read 


2 1 
_ 


PREFACE, 9 


read in one Iſland, and to be thrown aſide 
at the end of one Age, - Trib 


All that is left us is to recommend our 'E 


productions by the imitation of the Anti- 
ents : and it will be found true, that in eve- 
ry age, the higheſt character for ſenſe and 
learning has been obtain'd by thoſe who 
have been moſt indebted to them, For to 
fay truth, whatever is very good ſenſe, muſt | 
have been common ſenſe in all times; and 
what we call Learning, is but the khow- 
ledge of the ſenſe of our predeceſſors. 
Therefore they who fay our thoughts are 
not our own becauſe they reſemble the An- 
tients, may as well ſay our faces are not our 
own, | becauſe they are like our Fathers: 
And indeed it is very unreaſonable, that peo- 
ple ſhould expect us to be Scholars, and yet 
be angry to find us fo, 
J fairly confeſs that I have ſerv'd myſelf 
all I could by reading ; that I made uſe of 
the judgment of authors dead and living 3 
that I omitted no means in my power to be 
informed of my errors, both by my friends 
and enemies; and that I expect not to be 
excus'd in any negligence on account of 
youth, want of leiſure, or any other idle al- 
legations: But the true reaſon theſe pieces 
are not more correct, is owing to the conſi- 
| deration how ſhort a time they, and I, 
have to live ; One may be aſhamed to con- 
F ſume 
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ſame half one's days in bringing ſenſe. and 
rhyme together; and what Critic can be ſo 
unreaſonable as not to leave a man time e- 
nough for any more ſerious employment, or 
more A nt? | 

The only plea I ſhall uſe for the favour 
of the publick, is, that I have as great a 
reſpect for it, as moſt authors have for 
themſelves ; and that I have ſacrificed much 
of my own ſelf- love for its fake, in ”— 
venting not only many mean things 

ing the light, but — — 
tolerable. T would not be like thoſe Au- 


thors, who forgive themſelves ſome parti- 


cular lines for the ſake of a whole Poem, 
and vice verſa a whole Poem for the ſake 
of ſome particular lines. I believe no one 
qualification is ſo likely to make a good 
writer, as the power of rejecting his own 
thoughts; and it muſt be this (if any thing) 
that can give me a chance to be one. For 
what I have publiſh'd, I can only hope t 

be pardon'd ; but for what I have burn'd, 
J deſerve to be prais d. On this account. 
the world is under ſome obligation to me, 

and owes me the juſtice in return, to look 

upon no verſes as mine that ars not inſert- 
ed in this collection. And perhaps nothing 
could make it worth my while to own 
what are really ſo, but to avoid the im- 


putation of ſo many dull and immoral} 
things, 


n "+4: Ae v3 : ” — 
OS * Io - _- af „ 123 » 0 * es. r 1 A. " — 
* | CES Som non. 4. 4 * 8 — OY a - 3 8 — % Ph wb 8 2 EOS «qa ** 8 * A _ —_ _ _ — 0 
— SF ». - q ſe " MS ds ack K as x 3 "=o F _ 2 2 N IP —_ Ne & * . "6% 4 4 * ] 
5 . : d . x _ 888 2 — Nor } T2." 0. Og n i Kher a Tu 3 EE IR 9 ey —Y — -— a by 
* + ns Sad ? . 7 8 0g 5 & Nato a 2 Lid” dn =>, 3 FA 8 5 ed N 8 > n — 
CE — 2 . "7 8 win, Sn 2 e IA + a" as Bb bt . =. ta I. 
A — 1 4 6 
. i 2802 


G 4 
* 
* 
1 
8 
6. . 
We 
.6Y 
WET 
"F 
9 3 
N 
1 
v3 
” 
1 
A; 
* 
. 
0 * 
5 1 
4 
2 
1 
> 
..: 03 
*; * - 
* 5 
2 
1 
9 
* 
X 
2 
9 
I, 
wa 
ES . 
i% 
* 
4 * 
7 * 
£7 4 1 
62 F. . 
1 
—_ 
Mo 
7 


n 


K 


R HSS KG 6 


n * 2 5 ps bugs r [ 
W 
= * Ros. rs S A I. * * * 
8 — J 25 N Le N 8 1 RF. : LS 1 * 
25 of 4 . r r 


PREFACE. 11 


things, as partly by malice, and partly by 


ignorance, have been aſcribed to me. I muſt 
farther acquit my ſelf of the preſumption of 
having lent my name to recommend any 


Miſcellanies, or works of other men ;; 4 


ching I never thought becoming a perſon 
— hardly credit enough to anſwer for 
his own. | 
In this office of collecting my pieces, I 
am altogether uncertain, whether to look 
upon my ſelf as a man building a monu- 
ment, or burying the dead? | 
If Time ſhall make it the former, may 
theſe Poems (as long as they laſt) remain as 
a teſtimony, that their Author never made 
His talents ſubſervient to the mean and un- 
worthy ends of Party or ſelf-intereſt ; the 
gratification of publick prejudices, or pri- 
vate paſſions ; the flattery of the undeſerv- 
ing, or the inſult of the unfortunate. If I 
have written well, let it be conſider'd that 
tis what no man can do without good ſenſe, 
a quality that not only renders one capable o 
being a good writer, but a good man. And 
if I have made any acquiſition in the opi- 
nion of any one under the notion of the for- 
mer, let it be continued to me under no o- 
ther title than that of the latter. | 
But if this publication be only a more ſo- 
jemn funeral of my Remains, I deſire it 
may 
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12 PREFACE. 
may be known I die in charity, and in my 


ſenſes ; without any murmurs againſt the 
juſtice of this age, or any mad appeals to 


poſterity. I declare I ſhall think the world 
in the right, and quietly ſubmit to every 
trath which time ſhall diſcover to the pre- 
judice of theſe writings 3 not ſo much as 
wiſhing ſo irrational a thing, as that every 


body ſhould be deceiv'd, merely for my 


credit. However, I deſire it may then be 
conſider'd, that there are very few things in 
this collection which were not written un- 
der the age of five and twenty: ſo that 
my youth may be made (as it never fails 
to be in Executions) a caſe of compaſſion. 
That I was never ſo concern'd about my 
works as to vindicate them 1n print, be- 
lieving if any thing was good it would 
defend itſelf, and what was bad could ne- 
ver be defended. That I uſed no artifice 
to raiſe. or continue a reputation, depreci- 
ated no dead author I was obliged to, 
brib'd no living one with unjuſt praiſe, in- 
ſulted no adverſary with ill language; or 


when I could not attack a Rivals works, 


encourag'd reports againſt his Morals. To 
conclude, if this volume periſh, let it ſerve 
as a warning to the Critics, not to take 
too much pains for the future to deſtroy 
fuch things as will die of themſelves ; and 
a Memento mori to ſome of my vain co- 

temporaries 
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PREFACHKT 13 


temporaries the Poets, to teach them that 
when real merit is wanting, it avails no- 
thing to have been encourag' d by the great, 
commended by the eminent, and favour'd 


by the publick in general, 


Nov. 10, 
1716. 
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On Mr. POPE and his Poems, 
FOAHN SHE FFIELD, 
D uke of Buckingham. 


ITH Age decay d, with Courts and bus'neſs tir'd, 
Caring for nothing but what Eaſe requir'd ;z. + 
Too dully ſerious for the Muſe's ſport, 
And from the Critics ſafe arriv'd in Port; 
T little thought of launching forth agen, $ 
Amidſt advent'rous Rovers of the Pen 3. 
And after ſo much-undeſerv'd ſucceſs, 
Thus hazarding at laſt to make it leſs. 
Encomiums ſuit not this cenſorious time, 
Itſelf a ſubject for ſatyric rhime; 10 
Ignorance honour'd, Wit and Worth defam'd, 
Folly triumphant, and ev'n Homer blam'd ! 
| But to this Genius,.join'd with ſo much Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 
Poets are bound a loud applauſe to pay 3 75 
Apollo bids it, and they muſt obey. 
And yet ſo wonderful, ſublime a thing, 
As the great Iiad, ſcarce could make me {ing 3 
| Except 


xvĩ) 


| Except I juſtly could at once commend - - 
A good Companion, and, as firm a Friend. 20 

One moral, or a meer well-natur'd deed, | 

10 Can all deſert in Sciences exceed. 

Tis great delight to laugh at ſome men's ways, 

But a much greater to give Merit praiſe. 


To Mr. Pope, on his Paſtorals. 


1 N theſe more dull, as more cenſorious days, 

| When few dare give, and fewer merit Praiſe ; 
A Muſe ſincere, that never Flatt'ry knew, 

Pays what to friendſhip and deſert is due, 
Young, yet judicious ; in your verſe are found F 
Art ſtrengthning Nature, Senſe improv'd by Sound, 
Unlike thoſe Wits, whoſe numbers glide along 

So ſmooth, no thought cer interrupts the ſong, : 
Laboriouſly ener vate they appear, | 
And write not to the head, but to the car: ro 
Our minds unmov'd and unconcern'd they lull, 
And are at beſt moſt muſically dull ; 

So purling ſtreams with even murmurs creep, 
And huſh the heavy hearers into ſleep. 
As ſmootheſt ſpeech is moſt deceitful found, 15 
The ſmootheſt numbers oft are empty ſound, 


But 


(wii) 


But Wit and Judgment join at once in you. 
Sprightly as Youth, as Age conſummate too- 

Your ftrains are regularly bold, and pleaſe at. 
With unforc'd care, and unaffected eaſe, 8 
With proper thoughts, and lively images: 

Such as by Nature to the Ancients ſhown, 

Fancy improves, and Judgment makes your own : 

For great men's faſhions to be follow'd are, 

Altho' diſgraceful tis their clothes to wear. 25 
Some in a poliſt'd ſtyle write Paſtoral, 

Arcadia ſpeaks the language of the Mall; 

Like ſome fair Shepherdeſs, the Sylvan Muſe, 

Should wear thoſe flow'rs her native fields produce ; 
And the true meaſure of the ſhepherd's wit 39 
Should, like his garb, be for the country fit: | 


g | | Yet muſt his pure and unaffected thought 


More nicely than the common ſwains be wrought 

So, with becoming art, the Players dreſs . 

In filks, the ſhepherd, and the ſhepherdeſs 35 

Vet {till unchang'd the form and mode remain, | 

Shap'd like the homely ruſſet of the ſwain. 

Your rural Muſe appears to juſtify. 

The long-loſt graces of Simplicity: 

So. rural beauties captivate our ſenſe 40 

With virgin charms, and native excellence. 

Yet long her Modeſty thoſe charms conceal'd, 

"Till by men's Envy to the world reveal'd ; 

For Wits induſtrious to their trouble ſeem, 

And needs will envy what they muſt eſteem. 45 
Live and enjoy their ſpite ! nor mourn that fate, 

Which wou'd, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wait; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Muſe did onee, like thine, in plains defight ; 


Thine ſhall, like his, ſoon take a higher flight ; 
80 Larks, which firſt from lowly fields ariſe, 50 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laſt the skies. 


W. WYCHERLEY, 
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71 0 


Mr. Pope, on his Windſor-Borefs. 


A TIL, ſacred Bard! a Muſe unknown before. 

| Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic ſhore. 
To our dark world' thy ſhining page is ſhown, 
And Windſor*s gay retreat becomes our own. 


The Eaſtern pomp had juſt beſpoke our care; 5 


And India pour'd her gaudy treaſures here: 
A various ſpoil adorn'd our naked land, 

The pride of Perſia glitter d on our ſtrand, 
And China's Earth was caſt on common ſand: | 
Toſs'd up and down the gloſſy fragments lay, 10 
And dreſs d the rocky ſhelves, and pav'd the painted bay. 
Thy treaſures next arriv'd : and now we. boaſt 

A nobler Cargo on our barren coaſt : 8 
From thy luxuriant Foreſt we receive 


More laſting glories than the Eaſt can give. nu 
Where- 2 
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Where e er we dip in thy delightful page, 
X What pompous ſcenes our buſy thoughts engage ! 
1 The pompous ſcenes in all their pride appear, 
X Freſh in the page, as in the grove they were. ; 
Nor half ſo true the fair Lodona ſhows 29 
The ſylvan ſtate that on her border grows, 
While ſhe the wond'ring ſhepherd entertains 
With a new Windſor in her wat'ry plains : 
Thy juſter lays the lucid wave ſurpaſs, __ 
The living ſcene is in the Muſe's glaſs. 27 
Nor ſweeter Notes the echoing Foreſts chear, 
When Philomela fits and warbles there, 
Than when you ſing the greens, and opening glades, 
And give us Harmony as well as Shades : 
A-Titian's hand might draw the grove, but you 30 
Can paint the grove, and add the Muſic too. 
With vaſt variety thy pages ſhine 3. 
A new creation ſtarts in ev'ry line: 
How ſudden. trees riſe to the reader's fight, | ? 
35 


And make a doubtful ſcene of ſhade and light, 
And give at once the day, at once the night 
And here again what ſweet. confuſion reigns, 
In dreary deſerts mix*d' with painted plains ! 
And ſee ! the deſerts caſt a pleaſing gloom ; 
And ſhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom : 40 
Whilſt fruitful crops riſe by their barren fide, 
And bearded groves diſplay their annual pride. 
Happy the Man, who ſtrings his tuneful lyre, 
here woods, and brooks, and breathing fields inſpire ! 
Thrice happy you! and worthy beſt to dwell 45 
Amidſt the rural joys you fing ſo well. 
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(xx). 


J in a cold, and in a barren clime, - 
Cold as my thought, and barren as my rhime, - 
Here on the Weſtern beach attempt to chime. 
O joyleſs flood! O rough tempeſtuous main! 50 
Border d with weeds, and ſolitudes obſcene ! 
Snatch me, ye Gods ! from theſe Atlantic ſhores, 
And ſhelter me in Wind ſar's fragrant bow'rs ; 
Or to my much-lov'd 14s walks convey, 
And on her flow'ry banks for ever lay. 55 
'Thence let me view the venerable ſcene, | 
The awful dome, the groves eternal green : | 
Where ſacred Hough long found his fam'd retreat, 
And brought the Muſes to the ſylvan ſeat, 
| Reform'd the wits, unlock'd the Claſſic ſtore, 60 
And made that Muſick which was Noiſe before. 
There with illuſtrious Bards I ſpent my days, 
Nor free from cenſure, nor-unknown to praiſe, 
Enjoy'd the bleſſings that his reign. beſtow'd, 11 
Nor envy'd Mindſor in the ſoft abode. 65 
The golden minutes ſmoothly danc'd away, 
And tuneful Bards beguil'd the tedious day : 
They ſung, nor ſung in vain, with numbers fir d 
That Maro taught, or Addiſon inſpir'd. 
Ev:n I eſſay'd to touch the trembling ſtring: 70 
Who could hear them, and not attempt to fing ? 
Rouz d from theſe dreams by thy commanding ſtrain, 
I riſe, and wander thro? the field or plain; 
Led by thy Muſe from ſport to {port I run, 
Mark the ſtretch'd line, or hear the thund'ring gun. 77 
Ah! how I melt with pity, when I ſpy 
On the cold earth the flutt'ring Pheaſant lie; 


{ =) 


His gaudy robes in dazling lines appear, 
And ev'ry feather ſhines and varies there; 


4. 204 ee 6-1). 26am a 


"3 But while the prancing ſteed allures my eye, 


Nor can I paſs the gen rous courſer by, 80 ? 


i / | He ſtarts, he's gone and now Iſeehim fly 
Oer hills and dales, and now J loſe the courſe, 
Nor can the rapid fight purſue the flying horſe. , 
on cou'd thy Virgil from his orb look down, g 
He'd view a courſer. that might match his own? 
Fir'd with the ſport, and eager for the chace, 
Lodona's murmurs ſtop me in the race. 
Who can refuſe Lodona's melting tale? 
The ſoft complaint ſhall over time prevail; 90 
The Tele be told, when ſhades forſake her ſhore, 

The Nymph be ſung, when ſhe can flow no more. 
Nor ſhall thy ſong, old Thames / forbear to ſhine, - 
At once the ſubject and the ſung divine. 
Peace, ſung by thee, ſhall pleaſe ev'n;Brizens more 
Than all their ſhouts for Victory before. 96 
Oh! cou'd Britannia imitate thy rh | 
The world ſhould tremble at her awful name: 
From various ſprings divided waters glide, 12751 
In diff*rent colours roll a diff'rent tyde, 100 
Murmur along their crooked banks a while, * 
At once they murmur and enrich the Iſle, 
Awhile diſtinct thro' many channels run, 
But meet at laſt, and ſweetly flow in one: 14 * 
There joy to loſe their long diſtinguiſhd names, - 105 
And make one e and ee Dames. 


To 


To Mr. POPE, 


In Imitation of a Greek Epigram on 


JATHEN Phorbus, and the nine harmonious maids, 

| Of old afſembled in the The/pian ſhades ; 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Befit theſe harps to ſound, and thee to hear? | 
Reply'd the God; Your loftieſt notes employ, 5 
To fing young Peleus, and the fall of Troy. ; 
The wond' rous ſong with rapture they rehearſe ; 
Then ask who wrought that miracle of verſe? 
He anſwer'd with a frown; © I now reveal 
A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal : 10 
* Retiring frequent to this Laureat vale, 
I warbled to the Lyre that favrite tale, 
* Which, unobſerv'd, a wand'ring Greek and blind, 
* Heard me repeat, and treaſur'd in his mind; 
And fir d with thirſt of more than mortal praiſe, 15 
From me, the God of Wit, uſurp'd the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 

Proud with celeſtial ſpoils to grace her name; 
Yet when my Arts ſhall triumph in the Weſt, 1 
And the White Iſle with female pow'r is bleſt; 20 


Fame, 


( xxiii ) 


Fame, I foreſee, will make reprizals there, 
And the Tranſlator's Palm to me transfer. 


4 With leſs regret my claim I now decline, 


© : 
_ 
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The World will think his Eng/z6 Iliad mine: 


E. FENTON. 


To Mr. POPE. 


Fo O praiſe, and ſtill with juſt refpe& to praiſe 
A Bard triumphant in immortal bays, 


The Leam'd to ſhow, the Senſible commend, 


Yet ſtill preferve the province of the Friend; 


Wust life, what vigour muſt the lines require? F 
10 


What Muſic tune them, what Affection fire? 
O might thy Genius in my boſom ſhine ! 


3 Thou ſhould'ſt not fail of numbers worthy thine ; 
The brighteſt Ancients might at once agree 


To ſing within my lays, and ſingof thee. 19 
Horace himſelf wou'd own thou doſt excell 

In candid arts to play the Critic well. 

Ovid himſelf might wiſh to fing the Dame 


whom VVindſor- Foreſt ſees a gliding ſtream: 
$ On filver feet, with annual Ofier crown'd, 15 
dhe runs for ever thro Poetic ground. 


20 


How 


4 
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How flame the glories of Belindas Hair, ** 
Made by the Muſe the envy of the Fair? 
Leſs ſhone the treſſes Egypt's Princeſs wore, 
Which ſweet Callimachus ſo ſung before. 20 
Here courtly trifles ſet the world at odds: 
Belles war with Beaus, and Whims deſcend for Gods. 
'The new Machines, in names of ridicule, 
Mock the grave frenzy of the Chimic fool. 
But know, ye Fair, a point conceal'd with art, 23. 
The Sylphs and Gnomes are but a Woman's heart, 
The Graces ſtand in ſight ; a Satyr-train 
Peeps o'er their head, and laughs behind the ſcene. 
In Fame's fair Temple, o'er the boldeſt wits 
Inſhrin'd on high, the ſacred Virgil fits ; 
And fits in meaſures, ſuch as Yirgi/”s Muſe 
To place thee near him, might be fond to chuſe. 
How might he tune th' alternate reed with thee, 
Perhaps a Strephon thou, a Daphnis he; 
While ſome old Damon, -o'er the vulgar wile, 35 
Thinks he deſerves, and thou deſerv'ſt the Prize. 
Rapt with the thought, my fancy ſeeks the plains, 
And turns me ſhepherd while I hear the laing 
Indulgent nurſe of ev'ry tender gale, | T 
Parent of flowrets, old Arcadia hail ! 15 40 
Here in the cool my limbs at eaſe I ſpread, 
Here let thy Poplars whiſper o'er my head ! 
Still ſlide thy waters, ſoft among the trees, 
Thy Aſpins quiver in a breathing breeze! | 
Smile all ye valleys, in eternal ſpring, _ 1.48 
Be huſh'd, ye winds, while Pope and Virgil ſing. 48 wth 
In Eng/i/þ lays, and all 497K great, 
Thy Homer warms with all his ancient heat; 


He 


( xxv ) 


Ile ſhines in Council, thunders in the Fight, 
And flames with ev* ry ſenſe of great delight. 58 
Long has that Poet reign'd, and long unknown, 
Like Monarchs ſparkling on a diſtant throne ; 
In all the Majeſty of Greek retir'd, | 
Himſelf unknown, his mighty name admir'd ; 
His language failing, wrapt him round with nights 55 
Thine, rais'd by thee, recalls the work to light. 
So wealthy Mines, that ages long before 
Fed the large realms around with golden Ore, 
When choak'd by ſinking banks, no more appear, 
And ſhepherds only ſay, The mines were here : 60 
Should ſome rich youth (if nature warm his heart, 
And all his projects ſtand inform d with art) 
Here clear the caves, there ope the leading vein ; 
The mines detected flame with gold again. 

How vaſt, how copious, are thy new deſigns! 65 
How ev'ry Muſic varies in thy lines! 
Still, as I read, I feel my boſom beat, 
And riſe in raptures by another's heat. 
Thus in the wood, when ſummer dreſs d the days 
While 7/ind/or lent us tuneful hours of eaſe, 7© 
Oar cars the lark, the thruſh, the turtle bleſt, | 
And Philomela ſweeteſt o'er the reſt: 
The ſhades reſound with ſong——O ſoftly tread, 
While a whole ſeaſon warbles round my head. 

This to my friend—and when a friend inſpires, 75 
My filent harp its maſter's hand requires, 
Shakes off the duſt, and makes theſe rocks reſound ; 
Tor fortune plac'd me in unfertile ground: 
Far from the joys that with my ſoul agree, 
From wit, from learning very far from thee. 80 
You. I. B Here 
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Shew my own love, tho' not increaſe his Fame. 90 


( xxvi ) 


Here moſs-grown trees expand the ſmalleſt leaf; 

Here half an Acre's corn is half a ſheaf ; 

Here hills with naked heads the tempeſt meet, 

Rocks at their ſides, and torrents at their feet; 

Or lazy lakes, unconſcious of a flood, 85 
Whoſe dull brown Nazads ever ſleep in mud. 

Yet here Content can dwell, and learned Eaſe, 

A Friend delight me, and an Author pleaſe ; 

Ev'n here I ſing, when Pope ſupplies the' theme, 


T. PARNE LL; | 


To Mr. POPE. 


T E T vulgar ſouls triumphal arches raiſe, 

Or ſpeaking marbles to record their praiſe ; 
And picture (to the voice of Fame unknown) 3 
The mimic feature on the breathing ſtone ; 3 
Mere mortals! ſubject to death's total ſway, 
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ! 

"Tis thine, on ev'ry heart to grave thy praiſe, 
A monument which Worth alone can raiſe : 
Sure to ſurvive, when time ſhall whelm in duſt ; 
The arch, the marble, and the mimic buſt ; 10 
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Nor | 
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Nor 'till the volumes of th' expanded sky 
Blaze in one flame, ſhalt thou and Homer die: 
Then ſink together, in the world's laſt fires, 
What heav'n created, and what heav'n inſpires. 

If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled, ' 15 
With human tranſport touch the mighty dead, 
Shakeſpear, rejoice! his hand thy page refines; 

Now ev'ry ſcene with native brightneſs ſhines ; 

Juſt to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought; 

So Tully publiſh'd what Lucretius wrote; 20 
Prun'd by his care, thy laurels loftier grow, 

And bloom afreſh on thy immortal brow. 

Thus when thy draughts, O Rapbael! timeiny ades, 
And the bold figure from the canvals fades, 

A rival hand recalls from ev'ry part | 25 
Some latent grace, and equals art with art; 
Tranſported we ſurvey the dubious ſtrife, 

While each fair image ſtarts again to life. 

How long, untun'd, had Homer's ſacred lyre . 

Jarr'd grating diſcord, all extin& his fire? 33 
This you beheld ; and taught by heay'n to ſing 

Call'd the loud muſic from the;ſounding firing. 

Now wak'd from ſlumbers of three thouſand years, 
Once more Achilles | in dread, pomp appears, 

Tow'rs o'er the field of death; as fierce he turns, 35 
Keen flaſh his arms, and all the Hero burns; 

With martial ſtalk, and more than mortal might, 

He ſtrides along, and meets the Gods in fight: 

Then the pale Titans, chain'd an burning floors, 

Start at the din that rends th infernal ſhores, 40 
Tremble the tow'rs of heav'n, earth rocks her coaſts, 
And gloomy Pluto ſhakes with all his ghoſts. 
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To ev'ry theme reſponds thy various lay: 
-Here rowls a torrent, there Meanders play ; 


Sonorous as the ſtorm thy numbers riſe, -45 


Toſs the wild waves, and thunder in the skies; 


Or ſofter than a yielding virgin's ſigh, 

The gentle breezes breathe away and die. 

Thus, like the radiant God who ſheds the day, 

You paint the vale, or gild the azure way; re 
And while with ew'ry theme the verſe complies, 


Sink without groveling, without raſhneſs riſe. 


Proceed, great Bard ! awake th harmonious ſtring, | 

Be ours all Homer ſtill Uly/es ſing. 

How long * that Hero, by unskilful hands, 55 
Stript of his robes, a Beggar trod our lands? : 
Such as he wander'd o'er his native coaſt, | 

Shrunk by the wand, and all the warrior loſt: 

Oer his ſmooth skin a bark of wrinkles ſpread ; 

Old age diſgrac'd the honours of his head; 60 
Nor longer in his heavy eye · ball ſhin'd 

The glance divine, forth- -beaming from che mind. 

But you, like Pallas, ev'ry limb infold 

With royal robes, and bid him ſhine in gold ; 

Touch'd by your-hand, his manly frame i improves '65 
With grace divine, and like a God he moves. 4 

Ev'n I, the meaneſt of the Muſes train, 

Inflam'd by thee, attempt a nobler ſtrain; 

Advent'rous waken the Mæolian lyre, 
Tun'd by your hand, and ſing as you inſpire: 70 
So arm'd by great Achilles for the fight, 
Patroclus conquer'd in Achilluſ right: 


.* Ody/ſy, lib. 16. 
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Like theirs, our Friendſhip! and I boaſt my name 

To thine united for thy Friendſhip's Fame. 
This labour paſt, of heav'nly ſubjects fing, - 

While hov'ring angels liſten on the wing, 

To hear from earth ſuch heart-felt raptures riſe, - 

As, when they fing, ſuſpended hold the skies: 

Or nobly riſing in fair Virtue's cauſe, 

From thy own Life tranſcribe th' unerring laws: 80 

Teach a bad world beneath her ſway to bend; 

Fo verſe like thine fierce ſavages attend, 

And men more fierce: when Orpheus tunes the lay, 

Ev'n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 
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W. BRO O ME. 
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To Mr. POPE, on the pub- 
liſhing his Forks. 


Is comes, he comes I bid ev'ry Bard prepare 
The ſong of triumph, and attend his Car. 
Great Shefreld's Muſe the long proceſſion heads, 
And throws a luſtre o'er' the pomp ſhe leads, 
Firſt gives the Palm ſne fir'd him to obtain, 5 
Crowns his gay brow, and ſhows him how to reign: 
Thus young Alcides, by old Chiron taught, 
Was form'd for all the miracles he wrought : 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleaz'd to behold the earneſt of a God, 10 
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But hark what ſhouts, what gath'ring crouds rejoice * 
Unſtain'd their praiſe by any venal voice, 
Such as th'Ambitious vainly think their due, 
When Proſtitutes, or needy Flatt'rers fue. 
And fee the Chief ! before him laurels born ; 15 
Trophies from undeſerving temples torn; 
Here Rage enchain'd reluctant raves, and there 
Pale Envy dumb, and fick*ning with deſpair, 
Prone to the earth ſne bends her loathing eye, | 
Weak to ſupport the blaze of majeſty. 8 1 £1199 OS 
But what are they that turn the ſacred page? 
Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age; 
Intent they read, and all- enamour'd ſeem, 
As he that met his Likeneſs in the ſtream: 
The Graces theſe ; and ſee how they contend, 25 
Who moſt ſhall praiſe, who beſt ſhall recommend? 
The Chariot now the painful ſteep aſcends ; 
The Pans ceaſe ; thy glorious labour ends. _ 
Here fix d, the bright eternal Temple ſtands, | 
Its proſpect an unbounded: view commands: 30 
Say, wond'rous youth, what Column wilt thou chuſe, 
What laurell'd Arch for thy triumphant Muſe ? 
Tho eache great Ancient court thee to his ſhrine, + 7 
Tho? ev'ry Laurel thro' the dome be-thine,  * » 
(From the proud Epic, down to thoſe that ſhade 33 
The gentler brow of the ſoft Lesbiau maid) 
Go to the Good and Juſt, an awful train, 
Thy fouls delight, and glory ef the Fane: 
While thro' the earth thy dear remembrance flies, 
© Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 4⁰ 


SIMON HARCOURT. 
T Q 
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To Mr. POPE. 


From Rome, 1730. 


Mmortal Bard for whom each Muſe has wove 
The faireſt garlands of th' Aenian Grove; 

Preſerv'd, our drooping Genius to reſtore, 

When Addiſon and Congreve are no more; 

After ſo many ftars extin& in night. * 
The darken'd Age's laſt remaining light 

To thee from Latian realms this verſe is writ, 

Inſpir'd by memory of antient Wit; Ke 
For now no more theſe climes their influence boaſt, 
Falln is their Glory, and their Virtue loſt ; 10 
From Tyrants, and from Prieſts the Muſes fly, 
Daughters of Reaſon and of Liberty. | 

Nor Baiæ now, nor Unbria's plain they love, 

Nor on the banks of Nar, or Mincio rove; 
To Thames's flow'ry borders they retire, © 
And kindle in thy breaſt the Roman fire, 

So in the ſhades, where chear'd with ſummer rays 
Melodious linnets warbled ſprightly lays, 

Soon as the faded, falling leaves complain 

Of gloomy winter's unauſpicious reign. 28 
No tuneful voice is heard of joy or love, 


But mournful filence ſaddens all the grove. 


B 4 Unhwp; 
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Unhappy Tray! whoſe alter d ſtate 
Has felt the worſt ſeverity of Fate: 
Not that Barbarian hands her Faſces broke, 
And bow'd her haughty neck beneatK their yoke 3 
Not that her palaces to earth are thrown, 
Her cities defart, and her fields unſown 3; 
But that her ancient Spirit is decay'd, 


That facred Wiſdom from her bounds is fled, 
'That there the ſource of Science flows no more, 


Whence its rich ſtreams ſupply'd the world before. 
Ihuſtrious Names! that once in Latium ſhin'd, 


Born to inſtruct, and to command Mankind; 


Chiefs, by whoſe. Virtue mighty Rome was rais' d, 


And Poets, who thoſe chiefs ſublimely praisd! 

Oft' I the traces you have left explore, 

Your aſhes viſit, and your urns adore; 

Ofr kiſs, with lips devout, ſome mouldring a 

With ivy's venerable ſhade o ergrown; 

Thoſe hallow?d ruins better pleas'd to ſee, 

Than all the Pomp of modern Luxury. | 
As late on Virgil's tomb freſh flow'rs I ſtrow' d; 

While with th* inſpiring Muſe my boſom glow'd, 

Crown'd with eternal bays, my raviſh'd eyes 

Beheld the Poet's awful Form ariſe ; 

Stranger, he ſaid, whoſe pious hand has paid 

Theſe grateful rites to my attentive ſhade, 

When thou ſhalt breathe thy happy native air, 

To Pope this meſſage from his maſter bear: 
Great Bard, whoſe numbers I myſelf inſpire, 

To whom I gave my own harmonious lyre, 

If high exalted on the Throne of Wit, 

Near Me and Homer thou aſpire to fit, 


15 


30 


35 


25. 


9 


(xxxiii) 


No more let meaner Satire dim the rays 75 
That flow majeſtic from thy nobler Bays ; - 
In all the flow'ry paths of Pindus ſtray, 
But ſhun that thorny, that unpleaſing way; 
Nor when each ſoft engaging Muſe is thine, - 
Addreſs the leaſt attractive of the Nine. 60 
Of thee more worthy were the task, to raiſe 
A laſting Column to thy Country's Praiſe, 
To ſing the Land, which yet, alone can boaſt 
That Liberty corrupted Rome has loſt ; - 
Where Science in the arms of Peace is laid, - 657 
And plants her Palm beneath the Olive's ſhade. © 
Such was the Theme for which my lyre I ſtrung, - 
Such was the People whoſe exploits I ſung ; - 
Brave, yet refin'd, for Arms and Arts renown'd, 
With different bays by Mars and Phæbus crown'd, 70 
Dauntleſs oppoſers of Tyrannic Sway, 
But pleas'd, a mild AvcusTvs to obey. 
If theſe commands ſubmiſſive thou receive, 
Immortal and unblam'd thy Name ſhall live, 
Envy to black Cocytus ſhall retire, 75 
And houl with Furies in tormenting fire ; / 
Approving Time ſhall conſeerate thy Lays, / 
And join the Patriots to the Peet's Praiſe, - 
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Nara mihi & rigui plactant in vallibus amnes, 
Humina amem, fylvaſque, inglorius ! Vo. 
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PASTORAL POETRY: 


HERE are not, I believe, a greater number 
of any ſort of verſes than of thoſe which are 
| called Paſtorals; nor a ſmaller, than of thoſe 
which are truly ſo. It therefore ſeems neceſ- 
fary to give ſome account of this kind of Poem, and it is 
my defign to comprize in this ſhort" paper the ſubſtance 
of thoſe numerous diſſertations the Criticks have made on 
the ſubject, without omitting any of their rules in my 
own favour. Vou will alſo find ſome points reconciled, 
about which they ſeem to differ, and a few remarks 
which I think have eſcaped their obſervation. | 
The original of Poetry is aſcribed to that age which © 
ſucceeded the creation of the world: And as the keeping 
of flocks ſeems to have been the firſt employment of man- 
kind, the moſt antient ſort of poetry was probably paſto- 
_ *Tis natural to imagine, that the leiſure of thoſe 
ancrent.ſhepherds requiring ſome diverſion, none was ſo 
proper to that ſolitary life as ſinging ; and that in their 
ſongs they took occaſion to celebrate their own —_—_ 
rom 
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From hener à Poem was invented, and afterwards-im- 
prov d to a perfect ĩmage of that happy time; which by 
giving us an eſteem for the virtues of a former age, 
might recommend them to the preſent. And fince the 
life of ſhepherds was attended with more tranquillity than 
any other rural employment, the Poets choſe to intro- 
duce their Perſons, from whom it receiv'd the name of 
Rae indi 1h 6B ebe 
is 29 imi oft e 
the form of t tation —＋ * 6Þ* or 
mix d of both; — fable ſimple, the manners not too po- 
lite nor too ruſtic : The thoughts are plain, yet admit a 
little quickneſs and paſſion, but that ſhort and flowing: 
The expreſſion humble, yet as pure as the language will 
afford; near, but not florid ; eaſy, and yet lively. In 
ſhort, the fable, manners, thoughts and expreſſions, are 
full of the greateſt ſimplicity in nature. 

The complete character of this bel chf i in und 
plicity, brevity, and delicacy ; 3 two firſt of which 
render an eclogue natural, and the laſt delightful. 

If we would copy Nature, it may be uſeful ta take 
this conſideration along with us, that Paſtoral is an image 
of what they call the e age. of that we are nt to 
deſcribe our ſhepherds ds. at this — zeally 
are, but as they may be a then to haye been A 
when the beſt, of men follow'd the employment. 
carry this reſemblance yet farther, that air 0 piety to: 10 
Gods ſhould ſhine thro? the Poem, which ſo viſibly ap- 

| in all the works of antiquity : And it ought to pre- 
— ſome reliſh of the old way of writing; the connec- 
tions ſhould be looſe, the narrations and deſcriptions 
ſhort, and the periods "0a age Vet it is not ſufficient 
that the ſentences only be brief, the Whole Ecl gue 
ſhould be ſo too. For we cannot ſup 1 —— 
have been the buſineſs of the ancient 4 but t = 
recreation at vacant hours. 

But with a reſpect to the preſent age, nothing more 
conduces to make theſe compoſures natural, than when 
ſome ance in rural affairs is diſcover'd, | This 

may 
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may be made to appear rather done by chance than on 
* ins and ſometimes is beſt ſhewn by inference ; leſt 
by too much ſtudy, to ſeem, natural, we deſtroy the de- 
light. For what is inviting in this ſort of poetry pro- 
ceeds not ſo much from the Idea of a country life itſelf, 
as from that of its Tranquillity, We mult therefore uſe 
ſome illuſion to render à Paſtoral delightful z- and this 
conſiſts in expoſing the beſt ſide only of a ſhepherd's life, 
and in concealing its miſeries. Nor is it enough th in- 
troduce ſhepherds diſcourfing together, but a regard'muft 
be had to the ſubje 3: that it contain ſome particular 
beauty in itſelf, and that it be different in every Eclogue. 
Beſides, in each of them a deſign'd icene or prolpeR js 
to be preſented to our view, which ſhould IikewHe have 
its variety. This variety is obtain'd in a great degree 
by frequent compariſons, drawn from the moſt agreea- 
ble objects of the 7 

inanimate; by beautifu 


z, by interrogations to things 
Rioteffions, bat thoſe ſhort. ; 


W ſometimes by inſiſting a little on circumſtances ; 


laſtly, by elegant turns on the words,.which render the 
numbers extremely ſweet and. pleaſing. As for the 
numbers themſelves, tho* they are properly of the hepoic 
meaſure, they ſhould be the ſmootheſt, the moſt eaſy and 
flowing. imaginable... „„ 
It is by rules like theſe that we ought to judge of 
Paſtoral - And fince the inſtructions given for any art 
are to be deliver'd as that art is in perfection, they mui 
of neceſſity be deriv'd. from thoſe, in whom it is ac- 
knowledg'd fo to be. Tis therefore from the practice 
of Theocritus and Virgil, (the only undiſputed authors 
of Paſtoral) that the Criticks have drawn the foregoing 
notions concerning it. „ 
Deocritus excels all others in nature and ſimplicity. 
The ſubjects of his 79y//ia are purely paſtoral ; Lo he. 
is not fo exact in his perſons, having introduced reapers 
and fiſhermen as well as ſhepherds. He is apt to be 


to long in his deſcriptions, of which that of the Cup 


in the firſt paſtoral is a remarkable inſtance, In the 
| a manners 
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manners he ſeems a little defective, for his ſwains are 
ſometimes abuſive and immodeſt, and perhaps too much 
inclining to ruſticity; for inſtance, in his fourth and 
fifth Iahllia. But tis enough that all others learned 
their excellencies from him, and that his Dialect alone | 
has a ſecret charm in it, which no other could ever 
attain: een + 1 n 7 3-7 4 | 
 Fiegit, whd copies Thiocritus, refines upon his origi. 
nal; and in all points where judgment has the principal 
Fart, is much ſuperior to his maſter. 'Tho' ſome'of his 
ſubjects are not paſtoral in themſelves, but only ſeem to 
be ſuch ; they have a wonderful variety in them, which 
the Greek was a ſtranger to. He exceeds him in re. 
gularity and brevity, and falls ſhort of him in nothing | 
but ſimplicity and propriety of ſtyle; the firſt of which | 
E was the fault of his age, and the laſt of his 
r | n 
Among the moderns, their ſucceſs has been greateſt 
who have moſt endeavoured” to make theſe ancients 
their pattern.. The moſt conſiderable Genius appears 
in the famous 7%, and our Spenſer. 74% in his 
Aminta has as far excell'd all the Paſtoral writers, as | 
in his Gieraſalemme he has outdone the Epic Poets of | 
his country. But as this piece ſeems to have been 
the original of a new ſort of poem, the Paſtoral Co- 
medy, in Italy, it cannot ſo well be conſidered as a 
copy of the ancients. Spex/er's Calendar, in Mr. Dry- 
der's opinion, is the moſt complete work' of this kind 
which any Nation has produced ever fince- the time 
of Virgil. Not but he may be thought imperfe@ in 
ſome few points. His Eclogues are ſomewhat too 
long, if we compare them with the ancients. He is 
ſometimes too allegorical, and treats of matters of 're-' 
ligion in a paſtoral ſtyle, as Mantuan had done be- 
fore him. He has employed the Lyric meaſure, which 
is contrary to the practice of the old Poets. His 
Stanza is not ſtill the ſame, nor always well choſen. | 
This laſt may be the reaſon his expreſſion is ſometimes' 
not conciſe enough: for the Tetraſtic has 3 
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him to extend his ſenſe to the length of four lines, 
which would have been more cloſely conſined in the 
Couplet. | 5 

In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he comes 
near Theocritus himſelf; tho' notwithſtanding all the 
care he has taken, he is certainly inferior in his Dia- 
lect: For the Doric had its beauty and propriety in the 
time of Tbeocritus; it was uſed in part of Greece, and 
frequent in the mouths of many of the greateſt perſons: 
Whereas the old Engliſb and country phraſes of Spenſer 
were either entirely obſolete, or ſpoken only by people 
of the loweſt condition. As there is a difference be- 
twixt ſimplicity. and ruſticity, ſo the expreſſion of fim- 
ple thoughts ſhbuld be plain, but not clowniſh. The 
addition. he has. made of a Calendar to his Eclogues, is 
very beautiful: Since by this, beſides that general mo- 
ral of innocence and ſimplicity, which is common to 
other authors of Paſtoral, he has one peculiar to him- 
ſelf ; he compares human Life to the ſeveral Seaſons, 
and at once expoſes to his readers a view of the great 
and little worlds, in their various changes and aſpects. 
Yet the ſcrupulous diviſion of his Paſtorals into Months, 
has oblig'd him either to repeat the ſame deſcription, 
in other words, for three months together ; or when it 
was exhauſted before, entirely to omit it: Whence it 
comes to paſs that ſome of his Eclogues (as the ſixth, 
eighth, and tenth for example) have nothing but their 
Titles to diſtinguiſh them. The reaſon is evident, be- 
cauſe the year has not that variety in it to furniſh every 
22 with a particular deſcription, as it may every 

on. 

Of the following Eclogues I ſhall only ſay, that theſe 
four comprehend all the ſubjects which the Criticks 
upon Theocritus and Virgil will allow tobe fit for paſto- 
ral: That they have as much variety of deſcription, in 
reſpect of the ſeveral ſeaſons, as Spenſer s: That in or- 
der to add to this variety, the ſeveral times of the day 
are obſery'd, the rural employments in each ſeaſon or 


time of day, and the rural ſcenes or places * 
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ſuch employments, not without ſome regard to the ſe-/ 
veral ages of man, and the different paſſions proper to 
each age. 

© Bat afterall, if they have any merit, it is to be at- 
tributed to ſome good old Authors, whoſe works as I 
had leifure to ſtudy, fo J hope I have not wanted care 
to imitate. 2 | 
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FIRST PASTORAL. 
Th Str William Trumbal. "IP 


IRS T in theſe fields I try the ſylvan trains, 

Nor bluſh to ſport on Wind ſor's bliſsful plains : 
Fair Thames flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
While on thy banks Siciliun Muſes ſing 


*** —_ —— — 


— * 


| REMARKS- 


Theſe Paſtorals were written at the age of fix- 
teen, and then paſt thro* the hands of Mr. Valſb, Mr. 
Whycherlty, G. Granville; afterwards Lord Lan/down, 
Sir William Trumbal, Dr. Garth, Lord Halifax, Lord 
Somers, Mr. Mainwaring, and others. Notwithſtanding 
the early time of their production, the Author eſteem'd 
theſe as the moſt correct in the verſification, and mu- 
ſical in the numbers of all his works. The reaſon 
for his labouring them into ſo much ſoftneſe, was, 
that this ſort of poetry derives almoſt its whole beauty 
from a natural eaſe of thought and fmoothnels of verſe; 
whereas that of moſt other kinds conſiſts in the _ 


rere 


Let vernal airs thro' trembling oſiers play, 80 


And Albion's clifts reſound the rural lay. 
Vov, that too wiſe for pride, too good for pow'r, - 

Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 

And carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 


To all the world illuſtriouſly are loſt ! 10 


n wet DM r 


A lad 


and fulneſs of both. In a Letter of his to Mr. Valßb 


about this time, we-find an enumeration of ſeveral Nice- 


ties in Verſification, which perhaps have never been | 
ſtrictly obſerv'd in any Engliſþ poem, except in theſe 


— 2 were not printed till 1709. 
NN ; 


Ver. 1. Prins Syracgſo dignata e ludere verſu, 
Noftra nec erubait ſylvas habitare Thalia, 


This is the general Exordium and opening of the Paſ- 


torals, in imitation of the 6th of Yirgi/, which ſome 


have therefore not improbably thought to- have been 
the firſt originally. In the beginnings of the other three 


Paſtorals, he imitates expreſly thoſe of the three chief 


Poets in this kind, Theocritus, Virgil, Spenſer. 
A Shepherd's Bey ( he Jeeks no better name) © 
Beneath the ſhade a ſpreading Beech diſplays, —— 
Thyrſis, the Maß h of that nurm ring Spring. 
are manifeſtly imitations of * + 


A Shephird's Bey ( no better do Bim call — 
Tatyre, tu patule recubans ſub tegmine agi. 
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O let my Muſe her flender reed inſpire, 7 

Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre : | 

So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 

The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves, 

But, charm'd to ſilence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, Is 

And all th. aerial audience clap their Wings. 
Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 

Two Swains, wham Love kept wakeful, and the Maes 


Pour'd o'er the whitening, vale their fleccy Care, 


Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 1 * 
The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's fide, 
Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strepbos thus reply'd. 


| Dar HIS. 
Hear how the birds, on ev ry bloowy forays. I 


With joyous muſick wake the dawning day! 0 
Why fit we mute when early linnets ſing, -25 
When warbling Philomel falutes the 2 8 


— __ — 


Ver. 12. In your native eta Sir N. Trumbal 
was born in Vindſor-Foreſt, to which he retreated after 
he had refign'd the poſt of Secretary of State to King 
William: III. 

Ver. 17, &c. The Scene of this Paſtoral a Vally, 
the Time the Morning. It good. originally thus; 

Daphnis and Strephon to the ſhades retir' d, 

Both warm'd by Love, and by the Muſe inſpir d: 
Hieb as the morn, and as the ſeaſon Fair, 
In flow'ry vales they fed their flech care: 
And while Aurora gilds the mountain's | 4, 

Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus reph dl. 

82. Why 


26 PASTORALS 


Why fit we ſad. when Phoſp bor ſhines ſo clear; 1 
And laviſh 9 662m the Faure { nt 4 
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Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, | 
While yon' flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 30 
Here on green banks the bluſhing vi lets glow ; 6 
Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. © e . 

III ſtake yon" lamb, that near the fountain plays, ; 
And from the a his dancing mige Ne * 


ox 2 eee ern $200k 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling i LINES 
Four figures rifing from the work appear, W 
IRE various Marten, of the rowing 2 A PLE 
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Ven. 34. The firſt reading was, 
Anu his own Tmage from the, bank ſurveys. 
Vin. 36. 4nd dupers Jurk beneath the curling vines 
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2 55 36. 8065 quibus tor io facili ſuper aud vitis, * 
| Diffufes edera veſiit alen corirmbos. Virg, 


38. The warious Se. ons.] The Subject of theſe Paſ- 
torals engraven on the bowl is not without its propriety. 
The Shepherd's hefitation, at x name of the oi, 
imitates that 3 in FE, 4 {XN BY 


5 BA ae 
UE. 8 ny ſuit alter P.. | 
Deſcripfit radis totam qui gentibus erben. 


And 


0 


35 


ad 


ASTOR AI. S. ty 
And what is that, which binds the radiant sky, 


Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous ear he? , 


1, Dalgs 
Then ſing: by turm, ene e * 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; ; 
Begin, the vales ſhall ev'ry note rebound. | 


Sragr honk. 


Inſpire me,  Phabus, i in my Delia's s praiſe. | * 


With Waller's ſtrains, or Graunilles moving . 


A milk-white bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing and. 


Daryunis. 
O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; ; 59 
No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, © 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be br e 


, 
#7 . 


Vex. 41. Then ſing by turns] Literally from Vinh 


Alternis dicetis, amant alterna Camene : 

Et nunc omnis ager, nunc omn is parturit ers; 
Nunc frondent Hylvæ, nunc arme Nmus annus. 
Ver. 46. Granville] Gorge Granville, afterwards 


Lord Lan/down, known for his Poems, moſt” of which 


he compos'd very young, and propos'd Waller as his 
model. 


Ver. 47. 4 milk-white bull. ] Virg. — Paſeit taurum, 
Out crm prrat, & pedibus Jai Jhargat « arenar. 


Sri 
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Me deütle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain; 
But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair-is. found. 
"Dar RHNIS. | 
The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 
 SrTREPHON. 


Ober golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 


Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield, | 


Feed here my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 
_ Darunis. 


Celeſtial "AY haunts /zalia's groves 3 - 
Diab Cynthus, Ceres Hyòla loves ; 
If Windſor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
* and Hybla yield to Windſor-ſhade. 


FAY 2 „ — 


55 


| Vin. 61. It ſtood thus at bu, 


Let rich Iberia golden fleeces boaf, 4 


Fier purple wodl the proud Aſſyrian coat, 
Bleft Thames's foorer, &c. 


bt 


Ver. 58. She runs, but hopes ] Imitation of Virgil, 


Malo me Galatea petit, laſciva puella, 
Et fugit ad falices, ſed ſe cupit ante videri. 
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8 ot Srakrnon. W 
All — . the skies * in . _ f 
Huſh'd are the birds, and closd the drooping flow'ss ; 
H Delia ſmile, the low'rs begin to ſpring, 1 


The ſkies to e, and the birds to ſing. 


SS Darunis. . 

All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The Sun's mild luftre warms the vital air . 
If Sylvia ſmiles, new glories gild the eee, 78, 
And vanquiſh'd: nature ſeems to charm 1 no more. . 


STREPHON. 
In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always 3 ; abſent „„ 
Nor plains at morn, not groves at'noon delight, 80 


— 2 & ug OY —— 


DAr HN is. 
"__ like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day; 


— lem ec 


VR. 69. 22 nature mourns.) * | N Fs 


Aileen. 


| in. Aret ager, vitis moriens ſitit aeris 3 Foo ; 


Phyllidis adventu noſtræ nemus one virabit— 
V᷑X. 69, &c. Theſe verſes were thus at firſt; 
All nature mourns, the birds their ſongs deny. 
Nor waſted brooks the thirty flow rs ſupply... 
Delia ſmile, the fob rs begin to ſpring, 
De brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. 


VoL. I | C : Ev's 


30 PAS T ORAL S. 


Ev'n ſpring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here; 
But eſt v with her, 'tis ſpring throughout the year. Þ 


STREPHON. Cre vt 
Say, ſhepherd, ſay, in what glad ſoil appears 8g 
A wond'rous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears? 
Tell me but this, and I'll diſclaim the prize, 


And ney the eh to thy Nioia $ eyes. 


Dar axis. *S 
Nay tell me firſt, in what more happy belle 2 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which. the Lilly yields? ET, 
And then a nobler prize 1 will reſign ; 
For Olea, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 


DAMO. | 
Ceaſe to contend, for (Daphnis) 1 decree 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee: . 


— 


. 


Ver. 86. A wondrous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears, 
An allufion to the Royal Oak, in which Charles the ſe- 
cond had been hid from the purſuit after. the battle of 
Forceſter. 
- Vex. 90. De Wiſtle ſprings, to which the Lilly yields,] | 
alludes to the Device of the Scots Monarchs, the Thiſtle, | 
worn by Queen Arne ; and to the Arms of France, the 
Fleur 45 Lys. The two Riddles are in imitation of thoſe 
in Virg. Ec. 3. | 


— 


Dic quibus in terris inſeripti nomina Regum | 


Nafeuntur Flores, & Phyllias ſalus habebis. 


PASTORALS. 31 


Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe ſwains thoſe graces ſing ſo well! 


Now rife and haſte to onder weodbine boy's, | 
A ſoft ritreat from ſudden vernal thow'rs; 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 


While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets around. 


For ſee ! the gat ring flacks to ſhelter tend, 191 


And from the P/#iads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend. 


— — —e—— 
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The turf with country dainties Gall, be ſpread, 
And tas ub ſwiring branobes ſbads your head. 


SUMMER. 


THE 


SECOND PASTORAL 


2% Dr. G ART H. 


Shepherd's Boy (che ſeeks no better name) 

| Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring ſhade... _ 


*.., Ap 


* 


VER. 3. The Scene of this Paſtoral by the River's 


_— ſuitable to the heat of the ſeaſon; the Time, 
oon. 

VER. 1, 2, 3, 4, were thus printed in the firſt 
edition ; Ke: 


»'\ # faithful Seating ev hom Love had taught to fing, 
BewaiPd his fate befide a ſilver ſpring 3 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads, 
Thr verdant foreſts, and thre flow'ry meads. 


1 5 There 
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There while he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 5 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in ev'ry wat'ry bow'r, 
And FJove conſented in a filent ſhow'r. 

Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays ; 10 
Hear what from Love unpractisd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 

Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 
Defence from Phebus, not from Capid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ſing, | 15 
The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 
Why art thon prouder and more hard than they ? 
The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree, 
They parch'd with heat, and I enflam'd by thee. 20 


EET 


VER. 8. Aud Jove conſented.] 
Jupiter & læto deſcendet plurimus imbri. Virg. 


Vr R. 9.] Dr. Samuel Garth, Author of the Diſpen- 
ſary, was one of the firſt friends of the author, whoſe 
acquaintance with him began at fourteen or fifteen. 
Their friendſhip continued from the year 1703, to-1718, 
which was that of his death. 


VER. Is. Vor to the deaf T fing.] 
Non canimus ſurdis, reſpondent omnia ſylue. Virg. 


| Ver. 16. Thewoods ſhall anſwer, and their echo rings 
i3 a line out of Spen/er's Epithalamion. 


C3 The 
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The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 
Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopeleſs love? | 
In thoſe fair fields where ſacred %s glides, 25 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides ? 
As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 
Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry glaſs ; 
But fince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
T ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 30 
Once I was 3kill'd in every herb that grew, 
And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew 3: 
Ah wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart ! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 
Feed fairer flocks,” or richer fleeces ſhare , 


3 


Ver. 23. Where ſtray ye Muſes, &c.] 

Quæ nemora, aut qui vos ſaltus habuere, puell 

Naiades, indigno cum Gallus amore periret ? 

Nam neque Parnaſſi vobis juga, nam neque Pindi 

Ulla moram fecere, neque Aonia Aganippe, 

Virg. out of Theoc, 
VX. 27. O in the cryſtal ſpring I caft a view, 

And epual d Hylas, if the glnſs be true; 
But fince thoſe Graces meet my eyes us mort, 
1 ſhun, &c. 


7 irgit again from the Cyclops of Theocritus, 
per ne in littore vidi 
Cum placidum ventis ſtiaret mare, non ego Daphnim 
Jadice te, metuam, fi nunguam fallat imago. 
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But 


PASTORALS: 35 


Hut nigh yon” mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 
Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in deal; 40 

: He ſaid ; Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 

That taught the groves my Ry/alinda's name: 

| Bat now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever ſilent, ſince deſpis'd by thee. 
Oh! were I made by ſome transforming pow r 45 
The captive. bird that fings within thy bow's ! 
Then might my voice thy liſtning ears employ, 
And I thoſe kifſes he receives, enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 

Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong: 50 
The Nymphs forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit; and milk - white turtles bring; 
Exch am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow'd again. 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, T5 
And in one garland all their beauties join; 

= Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 

In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 


8 _—_— — 


„ 


Ver. 39. Colin.] The name taken by Spenſer in his 
Eclogues, wh ere his miſtreſs is celebrated under that of 
Roſalin da. | 

Ven, 40. Virg. Ecl. 2. 

Eſt mibi diſparibus ſeptem compacta cicutis 
Fiſtula, Damætas dono mihi quam dedit olim 
Ee dixit mor iens, Te nunc habet iſta ſecundum. 


4 See 


36 PASTORALS. 


See, what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! | 
Deſcending Gods have found Elyzium here. 60 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray d 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt- hade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 

When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bow'rs; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, | 65 
And crown'd with corn, their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no larking viper hides, 

But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew,, _ T 
But your Alexis knows no ſweet but you. BE. 
Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats 
The moſſy fountains, and the green retreats!  _" 
Where: e er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 
Trees, where you fit, ſhall croud into a ſhade; 
Where er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall riſe, 75 
And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 
Oh! how I long with you to. paſs my days, 
Invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praiſe ! 

Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry grove, | 
And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above, _ 86 


—_— 
PR 


Ver. 60. Deſcending Gods have found Elyzium Here] 
Habitarunt Di quoque fylvar—— Virg. 
Et formoſus oves ad flumina pavit Adonis. Idem. 
Ver. 79, 80. 
Hur praiſe the tuneful birds to heav'n all bear, 
And liffning wolves grow milder as they 2 8 
Ver. 80. And winds ſball waft—] ; 
Partem aliquam, venti, divim referatis ad aures! 
Virg. 
But 


* 
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37 


But would-you-flagr-end-iival-Grpbear? ala — 


The wond' ring foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 

The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 

And headlong fireams hang lining in their fell! 
Bat ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 

To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye Gods! and is there no relief for Love? 


But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends . 1 


To the cool ocean, where his j Journey ends 


On me love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 
By night he ann as he burns by day. 


- 
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85 


90 
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Ver. 88. 


Me tamen urit amor, quis enim modus adſit amori +1 
1 


Ven 91. Me love r nar will bis Eren allay. 


C5 AUTUMN. 


AUTUMN. 


THE 


IV : 


THIRD PASTORAL: 
To Mr, WycnzkLEY. 


Eneath the ſhade a ſpreading Beech diſplays, 
Hy/las and Ægon ſung their rural lays, 
This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent Love, 
And Delia's name and Doris fill'd the Grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; * 
Hylas and Zgon's rural lays I ſing. 

Thou, whom the Nine with PJautus wit inſpire, 
The art of Terence, and Menander's fire ; 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour charms, 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe ſpirit warms! 16 
Oh, ſkilld in Nature! ſee the hearts of Swains, 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. 
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This - Paſtoral conſiſts of two parts, like the 8th of 
Virgil: The Scene, a Hill; the Time, at Sun:ſet. 


Now 


PFASTORALS. 


Now ſetting Phæbus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak'd with purple light; 
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan” 17 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains groan. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 9 * © 
As ſome ſad Turtle his loft love deplores, - 
And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding ſhores; 20 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mou, | 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along ! 
For her, the feather'd quires neglect their ſongz © 
For her, the lymes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 25 
For her, the lillies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, 
Ye birds, that left by ſummer, ceaſe to ing, of 
Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? go 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
"4 Curs d be the fields that cauſe my Delia's ſtay ; 
Pede ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree, 


Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all, but ſhe. | 
What have I ſaid? where'er-my-Deliadlies,  ... 35 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow rs ariſe 

Let opening roſes knotted oaks adorn, 

And liquid amber * from ev'ry thorn. 


2 „ — 


VER. 37. == Aurea dure 
Mala ferent quercus, narciſſo flareat alnus, 
Pinguia eorticibus ſudant eletra myricæ. 


Virg. Ecl. 8. 
Go, 


40 PASTORALS: © 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along: 

The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune thetr —— wi 40 
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, e're I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, | 
Not balmy ſleep to lab'rers faint with pain, 
Not ſhow'rs to larks, or ſunſhine to the be, 4 
Are half ſo charming, as thy fight to me. | 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Come, Delia, come; ah, why this long delay? 

Thro' rocks and cayes the name of Delia ſounds; 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 50 
Ve pow'rs, what pleaſing frenay ſooths my mind! | 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? | 

She comes, my Delia comes Now ceaſe my lay, 

And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! 4 4 

Next Ægon ſung, while Windſor groves admir'd, 55 - 
Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelves inſpir'd. 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful train ! 

Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain. 
Here where the mountains leſs'ning as they riſe | 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the skies; 60 


r 


* 
— _ 


Ver. 43, &c. ] ms 3 | 
Quale fopor feſſis in gramint, quale per æſtum 
Daulcis aqua ſaliente ſitim reſtinguere rivo. 9 8 

4 — = | Fg 


GN 


Ven. 52,41 gui amant, ipfi ſibi ſonia fi "1 8 


While 


85 2 268 > 22 


uo „ bog 
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While lab'ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heae, 

In their lbooſe traces from the field ret rent: 

While curling ſmoaks from village - tops are ſeen, 

And the fleet ſhaffes glide oer the dusky green. 65 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 

Beneath yon' poplar oft we: paſs the da: 

Oft' on the rind I cary'd/her.am'rous;yows,. . = 

While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs : 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn away 3 '. 

So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 15 * 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful dis ! 

Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 

Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſnine, 

And grateful cluſters ſwell with. floods of wine ; 1 5 

Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow groove; 75 


Jjñuſt Gods ! ſhall all things yield returns but le | 


Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay 550 
The ſhepherds ery, 'Thy flocks are left a prey 
Ah ! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 
Who loſt my heart while I preſery'd my ſheep. 80 
Pan came, and ask'd, what magic caus'd my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r to move ! 
And is there magic but what dwells in love? 


cm 


had 


_ Ver. 64. And the fleet ſpades fly gliding ver the green. 
Ver. 83. Or what ill eyes. 


Ne{cio quis teneros oculus mibi faſcinat ag not. 


_ Ver, 89. What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r on me ! 
Oh mighty Love ! what magic is like thee ? 
2 Re- 


445 PASTORALS 


Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful firainsi! 85 
TIl fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plain. 
From ſhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forſake mankind, and all the world but love! 

I know thee, Love ! wild as the raging main, 

More fell than tygers on the Lybian plain: Ho. 
Thou wert from tna burning entrails torn, - 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Farewell, ye woods! adieu the light of day 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my-pains. 95 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ftrains ! 

Thus ſung the ſhepherds till th' approach of night, 
The skies yet bluſhing with departing light, 
When falling dews with ſpangles deck'd the glade, 
And the low ſun had lengthen'd ev'ry ſhade, 100 


— 1 —_— — — — —— _ — 


Ven. 89. Nunc ſcio four fit amor, duris in . 
| um, &c. 


WINTER. 


WINTER. 
'rourRTH PASTORAL. 
| Memory of Mrs, ® Tempeſt 


Hyrſs, the muſick of that murm'ring ſpring, 
Is not fo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing. 
Nor rivers winding thro” the vales below, 
So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow. 


ce, ——— — 


W — 


This Lady was particularly admired by the Au- 
thor's friend Mr. Walſp, who having celebrated her 
in a Paſtoral Elegy, delired his friend to do the ſame. 
Her death happening on the night of the great ſtorm in 
1702, gave à propriety to this eclaogue, which in its 
general turn alludes to it. The Scene of this Paſtoral 
lies in a grove, the Time at midnight. 


Now 
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Now fleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces fie, 
The moofi, ſerene in glory, mounts the k 75, 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 

Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Done 3 wand Fx 


Cs 1 els 
Tarn es 


Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt, 10 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alexi] ſtrain, 
That call'd the liſt ning Dryads to the plain? 
Thames heard the numbers as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 

LyciDas. 

So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 15 
And ſwell the future, harveſt of thy field. 
Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, ä 
And faid ; Ve ſhepherds, ſing around my grave ! 


Sing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with . wot her rural ſhrine adorn, 20 


Mos. 


Ye gentle Muſes leave your cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 


VER. 5, 6. In the warm folds the tender flocks remain, 
The cattle Aumber on the ſilent plain, 
Wil: Alent birds negle# their tuneful lays, 
Let us, aear Thyrſis, fing of Daphne fade 

VER. 13. Thames beard.) 

Audiit Eurotas, juſſitque ediſcere lauros. Virg. 


Ye 


PASTORALS. 43 


Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles ide, 
And break your bows, as when Adonit dy d 
And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 23 
Inſcribe a verſe on this relenting ſtun e 
Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplore, 
« Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more 

Tis done, and nature's various charms decay 3 | 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the chearful day!! 30 
Now hung with peatls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours ſcatter d on her bier. N 
See, where on earth the flow'ry glories li,, 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah what avail the beauties nature wore ? 35 
Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more 

For her, the flocks refuſe their verdant food, in 
Nor thirſty heifers ſeek;the gliding flood, © | 
The ſilver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 
In notes more {ad than: when. they ſing their own 3 40 
In hollow cayes ſweet Echo filent lies, E 
Silent, or only to her name replies, 
Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught the more, 
Now Dapbne's dead, and pleaſure is no more! 
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Et tumulum facite, & tumulo ſuperaddite carmen, 


Ver. 384 For her the ſlocks the dewy-herbs diſdain, 
Nor hungry heifers graze the tender plain. 
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hall lining in mid air ſuſpend their wings 


And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees; 


&  PAaSTORALS 


No grateful dews deſcend from ev'ning agen: ter 
Nor morning odours from the flow'rs ariſe; 
No rich perfumes refreſn the fruitful field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs,-filent ſince her death, I 
Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath; 501 1 
Th' induſtrious bees neglect their golden ſtore; | 
Fair Daphn#'s dead; and ſweetneſs is no more! 

No more the mounting larks, while Daphne ſings, 


No more the nightingales repeat her lays, 5 ln 

Or huſlid with wonder; hearken from the ſprays: | 

No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 

A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear, 

But tell the reeds; and tell the vocal ſhore, | | 

Fair Daphne's dead, and mulic.is no more 60 
Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 


The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood, 
Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood ;. 
The ſilver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 6 
Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'erflows with tears; _, 
The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Dapbne, our grief our glory now no more | 

But ſee! where Daphne wond'ring mounts on high, | 
Above the clouds, RENE He * | 76 
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Ver. 69, 70mm" —miratur limen Ohmpi, ; 
Sul pedibuſſur widit nubes & ſydera Daphnis. 5 
— 11g. 
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F ternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 

jelds ever freſh, and groves for ever green? 

here while you reſt in Amaranthine bow rs, 

r from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow'rs, 

Bchold us kindly who your name implore, 75 
go Papbre, our Goddeſs, and our grief no more ! 


4 


Ly,CciDAS 


= How all things liſten, while thy muſe complains ! 
Wuch ſilence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 

„. ſome ſtill ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 
ants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 80 
a o thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 

1 teeming ewes encreaſe my fleecy breed. 

While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours give, 


M | 55 name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live ! 


THYRSTs. 


See Pale Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews, 8 
\riſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe ; 

Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay , 

[ime conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 

Adieu ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and groves, 
Adieu ye ſhepherd's rural lays and loves; 90 
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Ven, 81, — ius aram 
Spe tener noftris ab ovilibus imbuet agnus. Virg. 


Ver. 86,——/olet effe gravis cantantibus umbra, 
Juniperi gravis umbr a====_ Virg. 


Adieu 
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SACRED ECLOGUE, 


: 


n imitation of 


VIRGILVSPOLLIO. 


1 1218 


TIS 


SL ADVERTISEMENT. 


N reading ſeveral paſſages of the Prophet 1/aia} 
- which foretell the coming of Chriſt and the felicitiy 
attending it, I could not obſerve a remarkable p 
rity between many of the thoughts, and thoſe in th: 
Pollio of Virgil. This will not ſeem ſurprizing, whe 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Siby/lin 
prophecy on the ſame fubject. One may judge Wi 
Virgil did not copy it line by line, but ſelected ſud 
ideas as beſt agreed with the nature of paſtoral poetry, 
and diſpoſed them in that manner which ſerv'd moſt v 
beautify his piece. I have endeavour d the ſame in thif 
imitation of him, tho' without admitting any thing d 
my own; ſince it was written with this particular viey, 
that the reader, by comparing the ſeveral thoughts, might 
ſee how far the images and deſcriptions of the Propba 
are ſuperior to thoſe of the Poet. But as J fear F hate 
prejudiced them by my management, I ſhall ſubjoin the 
paſſages of 1/aiah, and thoſe of Virgil, under the ſam 
diſadvantage of a literal tranſlation, 
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SACRED ECLOGUE, 


In imitation of bo irgil* 5 Pollio. 


** Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong: 

To heav'nly themes ſublimer ftrains belong. 

The moſſy fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades 
The dreams of Pindus and th Aonian maids, 

Delight no more O thou my voice . 5 
Who touch'd Jaiab's hallow'd lips with fire! 


Rapt into future times, the Bard begun, 
A Virgin ſhall. conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 
il! 7 = $7 25 From 


— 


VI «. 8. 4 J irgin Hall r crimes 
forall ceaſe, &c. I 


VIX d. E. 4.7. 6. Jam redit & Virgo, ive Sature | 


nia regna, 
Jam nova F cælo . 1 


Te duce, | qua manent ſeeleris * noſtri, 
Trrita 


— PP ͤ —ò— — 


at — 1 
* 2 "— ts < —_ — — ” — - b om * — 
— — — pu W_ 5 — 2 = 2 > 1 . 2 A — — 2 — - 
- on . 2 - — > 3 — * —— - 4 . — 5 = — rr * — - 
* — 5 . I _— — 2 2 = 5 f EST” — 2 = — >. I + - 2 — - — 1 — 1 — 
- 2 th * — = 4 * 2 * 5 - * — — — - * — 
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52 PASTORALS. 


From a Foes root behold a | a branch ariſe, = 3 


Whoſe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies: 10 ; 
Th Ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
Aud on its top deſcends the 1 yſti ic Dove. * F \ 
Ve d heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar dur, ** 8 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r ! 
The © lick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 17 8 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. ; 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail; ] 
Retarning yytice Hero erealey 77 2» Wl 1 
Peace LE the world her olive wand extend, JHA G 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heay'n deſcend. 26 


Irrita perpetua ſolvent formidine tertas .. .. .. 


Pacatumque regat patriis yirtutibus orbem. 1 
— 


Now the Vi irgin returns, noto the. kingdom of Satum 
returns, now a new Progeny is ſent down from high 
beaven. By means of thee, \whatever religues of our 
crimes remain, ſpall. be wiped atay,' and fes the; world 


vp 
from perpetual: fears. He ſhall. e fy f in Fes E 
/ 


ith the virtues..of his: Father. . 0 

Sai An, Ch. 7.5. 14. Bebe a "Firgin Pall pn 
codby; and bear a Son Ch. 9. V. 6, 7. Unto us 4 2 
Child is born, unto us à Son is given; the Printe ꝙ Peat, 0 
of the increaſe. of bis government, and , his peace, thert 1 


foall be no end: Upon the throne of David, and upon. hi. ”: 


kingdom, to order and to Habliſb it, with n aud | 


with Juſtice for ever and . -. 6. on, V 


» Iſaiah, ch r 
© Ch. 25. 7. 4 | "Chig. 7. 2. 


* 
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Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ! 

Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! 

See Nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 

With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring, 

See lofty 2 Lebanon his head advance, 25 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance; 

See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 

And CarmePs flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies? 

Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſart chears ; 

Prepare the b way ! a God, a God appears: 


* 8 
— a. = 


- „% „ „ - * — 


— — 


VR. 23. See Nature haſtes, &c.] 
VIIũC. E. 4. J. 18. At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuſ- 
| cula cultu, ö 
Errantes hederas paſſim cum baccare tellus, 
Mixtaque ridenti colocaſia fundet acantho—— 
Ipſa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores. 


| Por thee, O Child, ſball the earth, without being tilled 


produce her early offerings; winding ivy mixed with 
Baccar, and Colocaſia with ſmiling Acanthus. Thy cradle 
foall pour forth pleaſing flowers about thee. 

Is a1 an, Ch. 35. Y. 1. The wilderneſs and the ſoli- 
tary place ſhall be glad, and the deſart ſhall rejoice and 
5% em as the roſe. Ch. 60. V. 13. The glory of Lebanon 


Hall come unto thee, the fir-tree, the pine-tree, and the 


vox together, to beautify the Place of thy Sanfuary. 
VER. 29. Hark ! a glad voice, &c] 
Vis, E. 4. V. 46. Aggredere 6 magnos, aderit Jam 
tempus, honores, 
2 Ch 1 b Ch. 40. V. 3, 4 | 
Vol. I, D Cara 
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A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, it S3 | 
The rocks proclaim th'approaching, Deity. | 

Lo, earth receives him from the bending Skies! 
Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys riſe, 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pays. 328 
Be ſmooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way! 
The Saviour comes I by ancient bards foretold ;_ _ 
Hear a him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, bchold! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, _ 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 49 


* - > 
1 — 
* — 2 


Cara dem ſoboles, magnum Jovis incrementum 
Ipſi lætitia voces ad ſydera jadctant 
Intonſi montes, ipſæ jam carmina rupes. 

Ipſa * arbuſta, 3 Deus ille Menalca ! 

Re E. 5. J. 62. 

Oh come ana receive the mighty honours : the timt 

draws nigh, O beloved offiprings of the Gods, O great 

encreaſe of Jove | The uncultivated mountains ſend fhaut! B 

of joy to the flars, the very rocks fing in verſe, the ven , 

foruss cry out, A God, a G = 


| Ts a1 an, Ch. 40. Y. 3, 4. The voice of bim that O 
crieth in the wilderneſs, Prepare ye the way of the Lord! T 
make rait in the deſart a-high way for our God ! Eve A 
valley ſhall be exalted, and every mountain and bill bal | 

be made low, and the crooked ſpall be made firaight, au — 
the rough places plain, Ch. 4. y. 23. Break forth ini 
ſinging, ye mountains! O foreſt, and every tree therein 
for the Lord hath redtemed Iſrael. 


I a -@a an 


Ti 


2 Ch. 42. #.18, Ch. 35. « 5, 6. 
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is he th'obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th' unfolding ear: 
The dumb ſhall fing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding ro. 
No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 45 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear, | 
In a adamantine chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim Tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good b ſhepherd tends. his fleecy care, 


| Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, | 50 


Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 

By day o'erſces them, and by night protects, 

The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand; and in his boſom warms - 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 71 
The promis die father of the future age. | 


No more ſhall d nation againſt nation riſe, 


Nor ardent warriors meet. with hateful eyes, 

Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 60 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 

And the broad favichion in a plow-ſhare end. 

Then palaces ſhall riſe-; the joyful © Son 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun; 

Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 65 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field. 


1. — 


* Ch. ag. 8. b Ch. 40. Ver. 11. 
© Ch. 9. Ver. 6. e 
* Ch. 65. Ver. 21, 22. 
: D 2 The 
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The ſwain in barren adefarts with ſurprize 

See lillies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe ; 

And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 

On rifted-rocks, the dragon's late abodes, Bt 

, The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 

Waſte ſandy b valleys, once perplex d with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn ; 

To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 75 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſom weed. 5 
The e lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead; 


* 


— — 
—__—__ ” — * 


Ver. 67. The ſwain in barren deſarts, &.] 
Vixe. E. 4. Ver. 28. Molli paulatim flaveſcit campus 
ariſta, 


| : 
Incultiſque rubens pendebit ſentibus uva, } 
Et duræ quercus ſudabunt roſcida mella. F 


The field ſhall grow yellow with ripen'd ears, and the 
red grape ſball bang upon the wild brambles, and the 
bard oaks ſhall diſtill honey like dero. : 

Is AI an, Ch. 35. Ver. 7. The parched ground foall 
Secome a pool, and the thirſty land jprings of water: In Þ 4 
the habitations where dragons lay, ſpall be graſs, and 1 
reeds, and ruſhes. Ch. 55. Ver. 13. Inflead of tbe 1; 
horn ſpall come up the fir-trec, and inſtead of the briar i + 
ball come up the myrtle-tree. 2 


Vr R. 77. The lambs with wolves, &c.] | 
VIR C. E. 4. Ver. 21. Ipſæ latte domum referent diſ- 


tenta capellæ 
: 'T he 


2 Ch. 35. .1,7. b Ch. Ver. 19. and Ch. 55. V. 13. 
£ Ch. 11. ver. 6, 7, 8, 
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The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ® ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 80 

| The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take- 

0 The creſted bafilisk and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey,” 
And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial b Salem, riſe! 8 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

5 | See, 


8 - 5 3 > 


hn. er — 


; 
, | 
C) i 4 *&c 


Ubera, nec magnos metuent armenta leonesĩ⁊ x- 


=o Occidet & ſerpens, & fallax herba veneni 
cidet. 


pus The goats ſhall bear to the ld their udders diflended 
with milk; nor ſhall the herds be afraid of the greateſt 
lions. The ſerpent ſhall die, and the herb that conceals 
foiſon ſhall die. 


the 

the Isatan, Ch. 11. ver. 16, &c. The wolf ſpall dwell 

200 with the la mb, and the leopard, ſhall lie down with the 

lid. and the calf and the young lion and the fatling toge- 
and tber; and a little child ſhall lead them ——— And the 
the lion ſpall eat ftraw like the an. And the ſucking child 


ball play on the hole of the aſp, and the weaned child 
all put his hand on the den of the coctatrice. 


VER. 85. Riſe, crown'd with light, &c.] 
ng Ch. 65. ver. 25. b Ch. 60. ver. 1. 
D z The 
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See, a long a race thy ſpacious courts adorn; 
See future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crouding ranks on ev'ry 1ide ariſe, | 
Demanding life, impatient for the skies! 2 0 
See barb'rous Þ nations at thy gates attend, | 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 

And heap'd with products of © Sabæan ſprings ! 

For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 95 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophyr's mountains glow. 

See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day 

No more the riſing d Sun ſhall gild the morn, | 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn, roo 
But loſt, diſſolvd in thy ſuperior rays, | 
One tyde of glory, one-unclouded blaze 


The thoughts of 75145 which compile ek later þ | 5 
part of the poem, are wonderfully elevated, and much Þ 


above thoſe general exclamations of Virgil, which make 
the loftieſt parts of his Palio. : 


Magnus ab integrs Sſechrum naſcitur orda ! _ 

— ſurget gens aurea mundo 
— ———; magni pracedere nenſes? 

Aſpice, venturo Iætentur ut omnia ſedo! Sc. 


The reader needs only turn to the paſſages of Iſaiab, N 
here cited. Mi 
O'erflow Þ 


a Ch. 60. ver. 4. b Ch. 60. ver. 3. 
© Ch. 60. ver, 6, d Ch. 60. ver. 19, 20. 
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O'erflow thy courts : The Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal Day be thine ! 

The ® ſeas ſhall waſte, the skies in ſmoke decay, 105 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; | 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains; 

Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Me/7ah reigns. 


— at. Mt 4. — „* _—_— *r 


— — _ 
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a Ch. 51. ver. 6. ard Ch. 54. ver. 10. 
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| WINDSOR-FOREST: 


To the Right Honourable - 


GEORGE Lord Lanſdown. 


Non injuſſa cano : Te noftree Vare myrice 
Ze Nemus omne canet ; nec Phæbo gratior ulla eſt 


Rua fibi que Vari preſeripfit pagina nomen. 
Viro, 
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WINDSOR-FOREST. 
To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE Lord Lanſdown:. 


HY foreſts, Nindſor ! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſe's ſeats,- 
| Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
Granville commands ; your aid O Muſes bring ! 5 
What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing? 

The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong : 


This Poem was written at two different times : the 
brit part of it which relates to the country, in the year 
1704, at the ſame time with the Paſtorals: the latter 
{ part was not added till the year 1710, in which it was 
publith'd. 

Ven. 3, &c, originally thus, 

be Goddeſs f the woods, 
Nymphs of the wales, and Naiads of the floods, 


Lead me thro arching bow'rs, and glimm'ring g/ader. 
D 6 Theſe, 
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Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water, ſeem to ſtrive again; 
Not Cha- like together cruſh'd and bruis'd, 

But as the world, harmoniouſly confus'd: 
Where order in variety we ſee, 

And where, tho” all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a checquer'd ſcene diſplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day; 

As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and opening glades, 
Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades, 
Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend; 
There wrapt in clouds the/blueiſh hills aſcend. 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And 'midſt the deſart fruitful fields ariſe, 

That crown'd with tufted trees and ſpringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles the ſable waſte adorn. 

Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 

The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 

While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn. 


10 


15 


| 20 


23 


30 


. 


Vx. 25. Why ſhould I fing aur better ſuns or air, 
Wheſe vital draughts prevent the leach's care, 
While thro" freſp fields th'enlis ning odours breathe, 
Or ſpread with vernal bloom the purple heath. 


Not 
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Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
Tho! Gods aſſembled grace his tow'ring height, | 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe Gods appear. 


| See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd, 


Here bluſhing Hora paints th* enamel'd ground, 


Here Ceres gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, 


And nodding tempt; the joyful reaper's hand ; 


Nich Induſtry fits ſmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 


Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſart and a gloomy waſte, 
To ſavage beaſts and * ſavage laws a prey, 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they; 


| Who claim'd the skies, diſpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 


Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves, 


(For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſlaves.) 

What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey d, 
And ev'n the elements a Tyrant ſway'd ? 

In vain kind ſeaſons ſwelbd the teeming grain, 

Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain; 


35. 


46 


45 


50 


The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 557 
And famiſh'd.dies amidft his-ripen'd fields. 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubject ſlain 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotick reign ? 
Both doom'd alike, for ſportive Tyrants bled, 
© But that the ſubject ſtarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 60 
. R My 2 j 
* The Foreſt Laws. 
Proud 
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Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began, 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barb'rous name, 
And makes his trembling ſlaves the royal game. 
he * fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious fwains, 67 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes : 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd oer; 
The hollow winds thro? naked temples roar ; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd ; | 
Oer heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind ; 70 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, 
And ſavage howlings fill the ſacred quires. 
Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curſt, 
Th Oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt, 
Stretch'd o'er the Poor and Church his iron rod, 75 
And ſerv'd alike his Vaſſals and his God. 
Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 
But ſee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 
A waſte for beaſts, himſelf deny'd a grave! 80 


9 


AM 3 I" 


Y Alluding to the new foreſt, and the tyrannies exercis'd f | 
there by William the firſt. 5 
Ven. 57. &c. No wonder ſavages or ſubjects lain 
But jubjefts flarv'd while ſavages were fed. 

It was originally thus, but the word Savages is not ſo pro- 
perly apply'd to beaſts as to men; which occaſion'd the 
eration. _ — CEE * hogs: a; Fa 

VER. 72. And wolyes with howling fill, &c.] The 
Author thought this an error, wolves not being com- 
mon in England at the time of the Conqueror. 
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6+retch'd on the lawn, his“ ſecond hope ſurvey, 
\t once the chaſer, and at once the prey; 
> Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart; 
leeds in the foreſt, like a wounded hart. 92 
zucceeding Monarchs heard the fubjects cries, 8 
or ſaw diſpleas d the peaceful cottage rife. 
hen gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed, 
D'cr ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread, 
he foreſts wonder'd at th' unufual grain, nt 
nd ſecret tranfport touch'd the conſcious ſwain. 90 
ir Liberty, Britannia Goddeſs, rears 
1 ger chearful head, and leads the golden years. 
ve vig'rous ſwains ! while youth ferments your blood, 
d purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, | 
F Yor range the Hills, the thickeſt woods beſet, 97 
Find the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
W hen milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
din the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
To his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 
0 ting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; 100 


57 


70 


—Y 4 8 * 
— — 
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Richard, ſecond ſon of William the Congueror. 

Ves. 91. Oh may no more a foreign naſter's rags 

* ith wrongs yet legal, curſe a future age 

Still ſpread, fair Liberty ! thy beau ny wings, 
Breath plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the ſprings. , 

es. 97. When yellow autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, * 

n into water the purge barorft bir 

2. partridge feeding in the nemo. ſporn fields 

Bath morning Jports and ev ning pleaſures yields. 


But 
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But when the tainted gales the game betray, - 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure they truſt th' unfaithful field, beſet, 
Till hov'ring o'er 'em {weeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 10 
When Albion ſends her eager. ſons to war, 
Some thoughtleſs Town, with eaſe and plenty bleſt, 
Near, and more near, the cloſing lines inveſt ; _ 
Sudden they ſeize th amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannig's ſtandard flies. 110 
See! from the brake the Whirring pheaſant ſprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings: 
Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ab ! what avail his gloſly, varying dyes, 1 
His purple creſt, and ſcarlet- circled eyes, 
The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 

His painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold ? 
Nor yet, when moiſt Arf4rzs clouds the sky, 
The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 12 
To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 

And trace the mazes of the circling hare : 
(Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow-beaſts purſue, 
And learn of man each other to undo.) 

With ſlaught'ring guns th' unweary'd fowler roves, 12, 
When froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves ; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o*erſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry gl: de: 


* 
* — 


Vir. 119. When hoary winter cloaths the year in whit 
The woods and fields to phaſing toili invite, ; 


10 


II 


120 


12 


WIN DSOR- FOREST. 69 


He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye | 
Strait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen sky: 130 
Ole, as in airy rings they skim the heath, 

The clam'rous plovers feel the leaden death! 

Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 

hey fall, and leave their little lives in air.- 

In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 135 
here cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 

The patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, 

ntent, his angle trembling in his hand; 

ith looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 

Ind eyes the dancing cork, and bending reed. 140 
Dur plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply, 

he bright-ey'd perch with fins of Jyrian dye, 

he ſilver eel, in ſhining volumes rolld, _ 

he yellow carp, in ſcales bedrop'd with gold, 

wift trouts, diverſify'd with crimſon ſtains, 145 
ind pykes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 

| Now Cancer glows with PPœbus hery car; 

The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 

warm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 

Mouſe the fleet hart, and chear the opening hound. 150 


H' impatient courſer pants in ev'ry vein, 
Wind pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain; 


* 


. 
— — >. 


Ven. 129. The fowler lifts his levell'd tube on high. 
Ver. 147. But when bright Phœbus from the twins 
ind ile, a 
Our active genius to more free delights, 
With ſpringing day tue range the lawns around. 
Hills? 
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Hills vales, and floods appear already croſs'd, It 
And Cer he ſtarts, a thouſand ſteps are loſt. Be. 
See ! the bold youth ſtrain up che threat” ning ſteep, 1 T 
Ruſh thro? the thiekets, down the valleys ſweep, Pu 
Hang o'er their courſes heads with eager ſpeed, Ne 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. W. 
Let old Acadia boaſt her ample plain, Ne 
Th' immortal huntreſs, and the virgin-train ;- 16 
Nor envy, Windſor ! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen As 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen 01 
Whole care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign, N. 
The Earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. Ne 


Here, as old bards have ſung, Diana ſtray d, 16; A 
Bath'd in the ſprings, or ſought the codling ſhade; H 
Here arm'd with ſilver bows, in early dawn, A 
Her buskin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. . 

Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, Ir 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd 3. 179 N 
(L947nd'; fate, in long oblivion caſt, F. 
The Muſe ſhall fing, and what ſhe fings ſhall laſt.) 
Scarce could the Goddels from her nymph be known, 
But by the creſcent and the golden zone. 


She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care, 1758 dl 
A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair, K 
A painted quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, 1 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds. 
| 15 

— — 1 F 
I 


Ver. 165. Vet Joe. tis "a Fold Diana ftray's: 
And Cynthus top for ſaok for Windſor-Hade. 7 
Here was ſbe ſeen der ſunny heaths to roue, 
| Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the La ſs grove. , 
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It chanc'd, as eager of the chace, the maid —* 
Beyond the foreſt's verdant limits ſtray'd, 1880 
Is; Pan ſaw and lov'd, and burning with defire 
Purſu'd herflight, her flight inerea, d his fire, 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 
When the herce-eagle cleaves the liquid sky; 
Not half fo ſwiftly the fterce eagle moves, 185 
10% When thro” the clouds he drives the trembling doves; 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, | 
| Or as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 
Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind, his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears; 190 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, | 
His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun 
Aud now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calbd for aid, 195 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray d, nor pray'd in vain 3 
| © Ah Cynthia ! ah—tho' baniſh'd from thy train, 
Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 
* My native ſhades--there weep, and murmur there. 200 
Che ſaid, and melting as in tears ſhe lay, 
In a ſeft, filver ſtream diffoly'd away. | 
The ſilver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps * 
Sul bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 204 
And bathes the foreſt where ſhe rang'd before, 
1; In her chaſte current oft the Goddels laves, 
And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 
1 n An 3 8 — mmm 


f * The river Loddon, 
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Oft' in her glaſs the muſing ſhepherd ſpies aj 
The headlong mountains and the downward Skies, 219 WI 
The wat'ry landskip of the pendant woods, Vb 
And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; We 


In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 
And floating foreſts paint the waves with green. 
'Fhro' the fair ſeene row] ſlow the ling'ring ſtreams, 215 
'Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Thames. 
Thou too, great father of the Britiſb floods 
With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods: 
Where tow'ring oaks their ſpreading honours rear, 
And future navies on thy ſhores appear. 220 
Not Neptune's ſelf from all his ſtreams receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 
No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 
No lake fo gentle, and no ſpring ſo clear. 
Not fabled Po more ſwells the poet's lays, 275 
While thro' the skies his ſhining current ſtrays, 
Than thine, which viſits Wind/or's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manſion of our earthly Gods: 
Nor all his ſtars a brighter luſtre ſhow, | 
Than the fair nymphs that grace thy fide below: 230 
Here Fove himſelf, ſubdu'd by beauty ſtill, 
Might change O/ympas for a nobler hill. 
Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, M 
His Sov'reign favours, and his Country loves: © 


— 


Ver. 233. Happy the man who to the Hades retires, 
But doubly happy, if the Muſe inſpires ! 
Bleſt whom the fweets of home elt quiet pleaſe 3 
But far more bleſt, who ſtudy joins with eaſe. 


Happy 
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appy next him, who to theſe ſhades-retires, 235 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſeinſpires.z 
Vhom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, © 
Succeſlive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe. 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
and of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields: 246 
Vith chymic art exalts the min"ral- pow'rs, 
nd draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs : 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye: 
Of antient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 245 
onſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er : ; 
r wand'ring thoughtful in the ſilent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, | 
' obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, | 

o follow nature, and regard his end | 250 
+588: looks on heay'n with more than mortal eyes, 

Pids his free ſoul expatiate in the skies, 
Amid Her kindred ſtars familiar roam, 

durvey the region, and confeſs her home! 
Buch wes the life great Scipio once admit d, 255 
Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus retir'd. 
Ve ſacred Nine !-that-all my ſoul poſſeſs, - 
EV hoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter d ſcenes, 
7, he bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens 3 260 
; o Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Dr where ye-Mauſe's ſport on Cooper's hill. 
Jon Cooper's hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 


Je 


1 


— 


220 


230 


L While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall flow) 
I ſeem thro? conſecrated walks to rove, 265 


hear ſoft muſic die along the grove ; LE 
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Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 1 
By god-like Poets venerable made: 
Here his firſt lays, majeſtic Denham ſung ; 
There the laſt numbers flow'd from * Cotuleys tongue. 


O early loſt | what tears the river ſhed, 271 
When the ſad pomp along his banks was led? 0 
His drooping ſwans; on ev*ry note expire, Fai 


And on his willows hung each Muſe's lyre. Th 
Since fate relentleſs ſtop'd their heav'nly voice, 275 

No more the foreſts ring, or groves, rejoice; 

Who now ſhall charm the ſhades, where Corley ſtrung Or 

His living harp, and lofty Denham ſung? In 

But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings ! Wi 

Are theſe reviy'd? or is it Granville ſings? 280 Str. 
*Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreatss, 

And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats; 

To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, 

To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, | of 

Make Windſor-hills in lofty numbers riſe, - . 55 88g 


And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies; 9 An 
To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, SH 
And add new luſtre to her filver ſtar, ® An 
. — ͤ ẽ⅛.ä•—ñ4auů— 70 
Mr. Cowley died at Chertſey, on the borders of tht , 
Foreft, and was from thente convey'd to Weſtminſter, ”—_ 
Ver. 273. What ſighs, what murmurs fill'd the voti 

| ore ! URI ne 

His tuneful froans-were heard to fing no more. He 

* All the lines that fo low, till within eight of the 
concluſion, were not added to the poem till the year a 


1710. The 425th verſe, My humble Muſe in unambi. 


tions flrains, &c. immediately follow'd this, 1 
| ere 


Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 10 7, 
Surrey, the Grangille of a former age:  _. ,,299 
atchleſs his pen, victor ious was his lance, 1 15 
Bold in the liſts, and graceful in the dance: 
In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun d his lyre, 
o the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft delire ; "i OM. 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his-yow,. 295 
Then fill'd the groves, as heav'nly Myra now. 
Oh would'ſt thou ſing what Heroes Vindſar bore, 
What Kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore, 
Or raiſe old warriours, whoſe ador'd remains | 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ! 300 
With 4 Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
Stretch his long triumphs down thro) ev'ry age, 
[Draw Monarchs chain'd, and Crefſi”s glorious field, 
The lillies blazing on the regal ſhield; 443 808 
Then, from her roofs when Ferrios colours fall, 305 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
dil in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 

And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 

Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated $ Henry mourn, 

And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 310 
ce o'er the martyr-King the marble weeps, _ 
And faſt beſide him, once-fear'd Edward ſleeps; 


—_— 
— 


Ng 


280 


cal Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, one of the firſt re 
ners of the Engliſh poetry; 20 n in the time of 
Henry VIII 
+ Edward III. born heres 
the Henry VI. 
year Edward IV. | 
. | Whom 
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Whom not th' extended Albion could con ntain, 8 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 


The grave unites ; where ey'n the Great find reſt, 3 
And blended lie th oppreſſor and th oppreſt ! N 
Make ſacred Churlets tomb for ever known, | 
(Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone) ; 
Oh fact accurſt ! what tears has Albion ſhed, | s 
Heav'ns, what new wounds! and how her old have bled! 7 
She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 3 C 
Her facred domes involv'd in rolling fire, | f 
A dreadful Series of inteſtine wars, 1 
Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars, 1 
At length great "we ſa id Let Diſcord ceaſe!” 3 + 
She faid, the World obey'd, and all was Peace! A 
In that bleſt moment, from his 00zy bed 
Old father Thames ad vanc'd his rev'rend head. 1 
His treſſes drop'd with dews, and Ger the ſtream T 
His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam: TT MM 
Grav'd on his urn, appear'd the moon that guides Tl 
His ſwelling waters, and alternate tydes; At 
9 ! 
Between Verſe 328 and 329 originally ſtood the 5 
lines, | 
2 From ſhore to ſpore exulting ſhouts he heard, Fre 
O'er all his banks a lambent light appear d, An 
With ſparkling flames heav'ns glowing concave ſhot, Th 
Fidtitious flars, and glories not ber own. Lol 
He ſaw, and gently roſe above the fiream; et 
His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam: nc 
: et 


With pearl and gold his tote ry front was dreſt, 


The tribute, of the diſtant Eaft and Weſt. 1 
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The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver Toll'd, | 
And on their banks Auguſta roſe in gold. 
Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 
Who ſwell with tributary urns his flood; 

Firſt the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 

The winding Is and the fruitful Tame: 

The Kennet ſwift, for filver eels renown'd ; 
The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd ; 


And chalky Ney that rolls a milky wave: 

The blue, tranſparent Yanda/is appears; 

The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears; 

And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 

And ſilent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſb blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 

(His ſea-green mantle way ing with the wind} 

The God appear d: he turn'd his azure eyes 

3% Where Vindhor-domes and pampous turrets riſe 


Then bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roar, 


And the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore. 
Hail, ſacred Peace! hail long- expected days, 
That Thames's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe ! 
nee Tho' Beers ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho foaming Hermes ſwells with tydes of gold, 
From heav'n itſelf tho ſev'n-fold Ni/us flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows 3 
| Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſe's themes, 
Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
et Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 
ind groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 
Let barbarous Ganges arm a ſervile train: 
Be mine the Bleſſings of a peaceful reign. 
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Cole, whoſe clear ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands lave ; 


337 


34 
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No more my * ſhall dye with Britiſb blood 
Red Iber's ſands, or Ier's foaming flood; 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain | 
Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace Fit 
Of war or blood, but in the ſylvan chace; 370 
The trumpet fleep, while chearful horns are blown, 
And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 
Behold ! tl aſcending Villa's on my, ide, , - 
Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tyde. 
Behold ! Auguſta's glitt'ring ſpires increaſe, . 377 
And temples riſe, the beauteous works of Peace. 
J fee, I ſee where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new #hite-hall aſcend! . 
There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 
The world's great Oracle in times to come; 385 
There Kings ſhall ſue, and ſuppliant States be ſeen. 
Once more to bend before a Britiſ Queen, 
Thy trees, fair Windfor ! now ſhall leave their woods 
And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods, 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her Croſs diſplay, 38; 
To the bright regions of the riſing day; 
bf! Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
4 1 Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole; 


367 


88 1 1 — © fl. r — — 1 
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Ven. 383, &c. were originally thus ; | 
Muro ſhall our Fleets the bloody Croſs diſplay ; 
To the rich regions of the riſing da,, 
Or thoſe green iſles, where beadlong Titan leeps | 
His hiſſing axle in th Atlantic dec ps, | 
Tempt icy ſeas, &c. 
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Or under ſoutharn abies exalt their fails, « 
Led by new: ſtars, and borne by ſpicy: gales ! 


For me the baſm ſfuall bleed, and amber flow, 


The coral redden; and the ruby glow, 

The pearly ſhell-its lueid globe infold, 

And Phædus warm the ripening * 
The time ſhall come, when free as ſeas or wind 
Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind, 
Whole nations enterwith each ſwelling tyde, 
And ſeas but join the regiotig'they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſhall behold, 

And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old, 
Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall tem the tyde, 
And feather'd people croud my wealthy ſide, 
And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire ! 


Oh ftretch thy reign, fair Peace] from ſhore to ſhore, 


Till conqueſt ceaſe, and ffav'ry be no more; 
"Till the freed Indians in their native groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves, 
Peru once more a race of Kings behold, - 

And other Mexicbs be roof'd with gold. 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 

In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell : 
Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
And mad Ambition, ſhall attend her there: 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires, 
There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel: 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping Furies thirſt for blood in vain, 
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Here 
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Here ceaſe thy flight; nor with unhallow'd lays: © 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days: V [ ba. 7 
The thoughts of Gods let Granwillis verſe recite; ': 1 
And bring the ſcenes of opening fate to ligt. 
My humble Muſe in unambitious ſtrains, 42 
Paints the green foreſts and the flow'ry plains,” _ 
Where Peace deſcending. bids her olives ſpringg, 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing. 

Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſes 430 
Enough for me, that to the liſt'ning ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan trains. 
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J. 


Eſcend, ye Nine! deſcend and ſing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire, 
Wake into voice each filent ſtring, 
And ſweep the ſounding lyre! 
In a ſadly- pleaſing firain 
Let the warbling lute complain: 
Let the loud trumpet ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
The ſhrill echo's rebound : 
While in more lengthen'd notes and ſlow, 
The deep, majeſtic, ſolemn organs blow. 
Hark! the numbers, ſoft and clear, 
Gently ſteal upon the ear; 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe, 
And fill with ſpreading ſounds the skies; 
Exulting in triumph now ſwell the bold notes, 


In broken air, trembling, the wild muſic floats 3 - 


E 4 


10 


27 


»Till 


8 - ODES. 


Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The ſtrains decay, 
And melt away, 


In a dying, dy ing fall. 
II. 


By Muſic, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor ſwell too high, nor ſink too low. 
If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 
Muſic her ſoſt, afſualiye'voice applies; 
Or when the ſoul is preſs' with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs, ; 
Warriors ſhe fires with animated ſounds 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds: 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
Morpheus rouzes from his bed, 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Liſt'ning Envy drops her ſnakes ; 
Inteſtine war no more our paſſions wage, 


And giddy Factions hear away their rage. 
/1: Duo! 
* ee 


Bat when our Country's cauſe provokes to Arms, 

How martial muſic ey'ry boſom warms ! 

So when the firſt bold veſſel dar'd the ſeas, 

High on the ſtern the Thracian rais'd his ſtrain, 
While Argo ſaw her kindred trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the main. 
Tranſported demi-gods ſtood round, 

And men grew heroes at the ſound, 


20 


25 


35 


En- 


20 
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o DES. 
Enflam'd with glory's charms : 


Each chief his ſev'nfold ſhield diſplay'd, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining blade: 
And ſeas, and rocks, and skies rebound 


To arms, to arms, toarms? 


4 * 4 


SV. * 


But when thro? all th — — ds. 


Which flaming Phlogeton ſurrounds, 5 
Love, ſtrong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead, 

What ſounds were heard, | 

| What ſcenes appear d. 

O'er all the dreary coaſts ! 
Dreadful gleams, - 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 


And cries of tortur'd ghoſts! | 
But hark! he ſtrikes the golden lyre; 
And ſee! the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire, 
Sce, ſhady forms advance! 
Thy ſtone, O Syſiphus, ſtands ſtill, 
Ixion reſts upon his wheel, 
And the pale ſpectres dance! 
The furies ſink upon their iron beds, 


45 
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60 


And ſnakes uncurÞ'd hang lining round their heads, 


E 5 


V. 


#6 DO DET. 


, Ir bd , V. 16 An nz” $4751” 
By the ſtreams that ever flo wm, a 
By the fragrant winds that ld 


Oer th FHHan flow'rs, . 3 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell 
In yellow meads of Aſphodel, 


Or Amaranthine bow'rs, 


By the hero's armed ſhades, {2.18 "O10 * ; 


Glitt' ring thro? the gloomy glades, 
By the youths that dy'd for love, 
Wand'ring in the myrtle grove, . 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to life; 
Oh take the husband, or return the wife! 


He ſung, and hell conſented 
To hear the Poet's pray'r ; * 
Stern Proſerpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus ſong could prevail 
O'er death and o'er hell, - 
A conqueſt how hard and how glorious ? 
Tho'fate had faſt bound her 
Wich Styx nine times round her, 
Yet muſic and love were victorious. 


VI. 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the lover turns his eyes: 
Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſhe dies“ 
Ow wilt thou now the fatal ſiſters move? 
No crime was thine, if "tis no crime to love. 
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Now under hanging mowintains,”- 14 70> Frag 


Beſide the falls of ountains . 
Or where Hebrus wanders, 10 a e 
Rolling in Mæ anders 

All alone, 

 Unheard, unknown, 

He makes his moan 3 


For ever, ever, ever loſt !! 


Now with Furies ſurrounded, 

Deſpairing, confounded, 

He trembles, he glows, 
Amidſt Rhoaope's ſnows : 


See, wild as the winds, o'er the deſart he flies; 
Hark! Hemus reſounds with the Bacchanals cries---1 10 


Ah ſee, he dies 
Yet ev'n in death Exrydice he ſung, 


Eurydice (till trembled on his tongue, 
Eurydice the woods, 


_ Eurgdice.the. floads, .___ en 


Zurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung. 


VII. 


Muſic the fierceſt grief can charm, 

And fate's ſevereſt rage diſarm : 

Muſic can ſoften pain to eaſe, 

And make deſpair and madneſs pleaſe: 

Our joys below it can improve, 

And antedate the bliſs above. 

This the divine Cecilia found, 

And to her Maker's praiſe confin'd the ſound. 
E 6 
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When 
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When the full organ joins. the tuneful quire, 

Th' immortal pow'rs incline their ear; 
Borne on the ſwelling notes our fouls aſpire, 

While ſolemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 

And Angels lean from heav'n to hear. 
Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 130 
To bright Cecilia greater pow r is giv'n ; 
His numbers rais'd a ſhade from hell, 
Hers lift the ſoul to heav n. 
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. | Two , 


Two CHORU S's to the 
Tragedy of BRUTUS. 
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3 an IMI Fro ek» oo 
CHORUS of Athenians. © 
Strobe. | 

E ſhades, where facred truth is ſought ; © 
Groves where immortal Sages taught; 

Where heav'nly viſions Plato fir d, 

And Epicurus lay inſpir'd! 

In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſtood 7 

Unſpotted long with human blood. 


_ War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And ſteel now glitters in the Muſes ſhades. 


Antiftrophe 1. 


Oh heav*n-born ſiſters ! ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart ; 10 
Who lead fair Virtue's train along. 
Moral Truth, and myſtic Song ! 
To what new clime, what diſtant ſky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly? 
0 Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore ? 15 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 


Stropbe 


= — 


91 
7 
A 
U 
1 1 
19 
» 
4x 

o 
N. 

5 1 
. 
h 
*s, 4 
1 
54 

" 8) 

7. 

14 

4 1074 
MA, 

4 

o m7 - 
Ws r 
' 
U 


— atom. - =» 44 <> 
= > 2 * 8 > 


— * — a = BA Dc 
y "EP * EP = 47 « 
PF wc —c uw ²³˙·ꝛü —ñ . .mc<c<_ 
— 25 . * 2 _ — — — - 22 


— —— n 


— — 


—ͤ —— 


Nan 'Þ 


nen ren. nt bytes dab, 
When, wild Banbari ans ſpurn her duſt; 
Perhaps ev'n ' Brithdin's utmoſt p ova 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtranger's gore, 20 
See Arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
An Athens riſing near the pole! 
Til ſome new 'Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 


And civil madneſs tears them fr dm the land. 
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| j Antiſtrophe 2. 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball ? = 


Freedom and Arts together fall; | ge *. | ' 

Fools grant whate'er Ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 

Oh cursd effects of civil hate, | 

In ev'ry age, in ev ry ſtate! as N 
Still, when the luſt of tyrant power ſucceeds, | 
Some Athens Periſhes, ſome Ju bleeds. * 
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CHORUS 


26 


And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy fame. 


vor stat bn 8 Hi Sint 


Wiſdom and wit in vain rechim, _ 


** 1 1 
11 
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Love, ſoft intruder, enters here, g 
But entring learns to be ſincere. NRC” = 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame deſire, 
Which nature has.impreſt ? 
Why, Nature, doit thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and gen'rous breaſt ? 


| 1 


Love's purer — the Gods approve; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to love: 
Brutus for abſent Partia ſighs," 


And ſterner Caſſius melts at Fanid'seyes. 


What is looſe love ? a tranſient guſt, 


| /Spent in a ſudden ſtorm of luſt, 


A vapour fed from wild deſire, 
A wand'ring, ſell-conſuming fire. 


bn * Senvieburut.” 501187 1a 
| 0 H Tyrant Love! haſt thou LY „ 
The prudent, learn d, and virtuous breaſt? | 


CHORUS 4 Null and Fog ingins 
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But 
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But Hymen's kinder flames unite VA 
And burn for ever one ; 

Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the Sun. 
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I. 
La, 


Semichorus. 
Oh ſource of ev'ry ſocial tye, 
United wiſh, and mutual joy ! 
What various joys on one attend, 
As ſoon, as father, brother, husband, friend ? 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe ; 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye ; 
Or views his ſmiling progeny; _ 
What tender paſſions take their turns, 
What home-felt raptures move ? | 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With rev'rence, hope, and love. 


Chorus. 


Hence guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmizes, 
Hence falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 
Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurprizes; 

Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not thine: 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 


Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure ; 
Sacred Hymen ! theſe are thine. 
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5 | 
Appy the man, whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres bound, 
ontent to breathe his native air, 


In his own ground · 165 1 


E 


hoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, - - 
| Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire, | 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 

In winter fire. $67 


* 


35 Felt, who can unconcern'dly find, 
Hours, days and years flide foft away, Ls 
health of body, peace of mind, 


Viet by day, 


hund ſleep by night; ſtudy * eaſe, 
Together mixt; ſweet recreation; | 
4% Ind innocence which moſt does pleaſ, 15 
| With mediation. 

hus let me live, unſeen, unknown, | 

Thus unlamented let me die, 

cal from the world, and not a ſtone 20 


0 o D E S. , 
The Dying Chriſtian to his Soul 
ODE. 


8 
[tal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, - 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life. 


1 3 og 2 


Hark! they whiſper Anat . 
Siſter Spirit, come away. 
What is this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my ſenſes, ſnuts my ſight, 0 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath 
Tell me, my my can this be Death? 
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Ul. 


The world recedes; it diſappears! 

Heav'n opens on my eyes l my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: bh if 

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 

"hl O Grave! where is thy Victory? 

4 b O.Death ! where is thy Sting ? 
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SSAY on CRITICISM. 
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HAT tis as great a fault to judge ill, as to 
write. ill, .and a more dangerous one to the 


blic. | 1 if {0 TIE" 
The variety of men's Taſtes; of a true Taſte, 
rare to be found. A 20 
z. That moſt men are born with ſome Taſte, but 
il'd by falſe education. 

g. The multitude of Critics, and cauſes of em. 

5. That we are to ſtudy our own Taſte, and know 
> limits of it. | 

6, Nature the beſt guide of Judgment. 

7. Improv'd by Art, and Rules, which are but me- 
diz'd Nature. 

d. Rules deriv'd from the Practice of the ancient 
ts. . 

). That therefore the Ancients are neceſſary to be 
yd by a Critic, particularly Homer and Virgil. 

10. Of Licenſes, and the uſe of em by the Ancients, 
11, Reverence due to the Ancients, and praiſe of em. 


PART II. Ver. 204, &c. 


auſes hind'ring a true Judgment, 1. Pride. 2. Im- 
ect Learning. 3. Judging by parts, and not by the 
dle: Critics in Wit, Language, Verſification, only. 
eing too hard to pleaſe, or too apt to admire. 5. 8 
muc 
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much Love to a Sect,. to the the Ancients or 


V 

Inc Kane 9. E of Lg 
Envy, and in the praiſe of Good-nature. When 
verity is chiefly to be uſed by, Critics? Againſt Inn 
rality and Obſcenii x. 


275 wh 3 th - II., Ver. 565, 1 
NFF pe 


Rules for the Conduct of Manners in a Critic. 
dour, Modeſty, Good- breeding, Sincerity and Freed 
of Advice, When one's. Counſel is to be reſtriii 
Character of an incorrigible Poet ——And of an i 
pertinent Critic. The Character of a good Critic. "| 
Hiſtory of Criticiſm, and Characters of the beſt Ct 
Aristotle, Horace, Dionyſius, Petronius, Quintilian, | 
ginus. Of the Decay of Criticiſm, and its Revi 
Eraſmus,” Vida, Boileau, Lord Roſcommon, &c.— 
Concluſion. Perot wt 00 504 
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s hard to ſay, if greater want of skill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill 
Put, of the two, leſs dang rous is th' offence + 
To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 
ome few in that, but nnmbers err in this, 
en cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſsss 
A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 
Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. - 
Tis with our judgments as our watches, nne 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own. 
In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 
True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's flare; | 
Both muſt alike from heav'n derive their light, a 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to Write. 
Let * ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
And cenſure freely. who have written well. 
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* Oni ſcribit artificia 
cile inte/ligere poteri 


e, ab afiis commune ſeripta fa- 
r. Cic. ad Herenn. lib. AN 
R Authors 
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Authors are partial to their wit, tis true, 

But are not Critics to their judgment too ? 
Vet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 

Moſt 4 have the ſeeds of judgment in cheir mind: » 

Nature affords at leaſt a glimm' ring light ; 

The lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn right. 

But as the ſlighteſt sketch, if juſtly trac'd, | 


Is | by ill colouring but the more n d, 

8d by\falle learning i: 1s good ſenſe defac 4 25 
Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ic as W 
And ſome made coxcombs Nature meant but fools. 
In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn Critics in their own defence: 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 3 
Or with a Rival's,, or an Eunuch's ſpitee. 
All fools have ſtill an itching to -deride,..' | 
And fain would be upon the laughing ſide. 

If Mævius ſcribble in Apollo ſpight, f 
There are, who judge ſtill worſe chan he can write. 3 
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+ Omnes tacito guodam ſenſu, fine ulla arte, aut 14 
tione, que fint in artibus ac rationibus retta ac 'prave 
dijudicant. Cic. de Orat. lib. 3. | 


Between Verſe 25 and 26, were theſe lines, 


Many are ſpoil'd by that pedantic throng, 

Who with great pains teach youth to reaſon trig: 
» Tutors, like-Virtuoſo's, oft inclin'd i 
By firange transfuſion io improve the mind. 

Draw off the ſenſe we have, to pour in new; 
Which yet with all their «kill, they ner could di. 
Some 
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ome have at firſt for Wits, then Poets paſt, 
Tum'd Crities next, and prov'd plain fools at laſt. 
gome neither can for Wits nor Critics pals, 
As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs. 
Thoſe half learn'd willings, num'rous in our iſle, 40 
As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nie; 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 
Their.generation's ſo equivocal: 
To tell 'em, would a hundred "tongues require, 
Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 45 
But you who ſeek to give and merit fame, 
And juſtly bear a Critic's noble name, 
Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taſte, and learning go; 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 70 
Aud mark that point where ſenſe and dulneſs mect. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 
And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit. 
As on the land while here the Ocean gains, | 
In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains; 55 
Thus in the ſoul while memory prevails, 
The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 
Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory's ſoft figures melt away. we 
One ſcience only will one genius fit; b 
$5 valt is art, fo narrow human wit: : 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, | 
But oft in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parts. 
Lice Kings we loſe the conguell eain'd before, 
By vain ambition ſtill to make them more; 6; 
Lach might his ſev'ral province well command, 
Would all but ſtoop to what ey underſtand, 
Vou, I. F Firſt 
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Firſt follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame : 
Unerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, 

One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
L.ife, force, and beauty, maſt to all impart, 
At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of art. 
Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides, 
Works without ſhow, and without pomp prefides : | 
In ſome fair body thus th' informing ſoul 7 
ith ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſtains; 
Itſelf unſeen, but in th* effects, remains. 
There are whom heav*n has bleſt with ſtore of wit, 
Vet want as much again to manage it: | 
For wit and judgment ever are at ftrife, 
Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
"Tis more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſteed ; 
Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed ; 
The winged courſer like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shows moſt true mettle when you check his courſe. 

Thoſe Rules of old difcover'd, not devis'd 

Are nature till, but nature methodiz'd; 
Nature, like Monarchy, is but reſtrainꝰd 
By the fame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. 

Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules indites, 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights! 
High on Parnaſſus top her fons ſhe ſhow'd, 
And pointed opt thoſe arduous paths they trod, 

Held from afar, aloft, th* immortal prize, 
And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe. 
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[alt “ precepts thus from great examples giv'n, 
She drew ſom them what they deriv'd from heav'n. 
The gen'rous Critie fann'd the Poet's fire, 100 
And taught the world with reaſon to admire. 
| Then Criticiſm the Muſes handmaid prov'd, 
To dreſs her charms, and make her more belov'd: 

But following wits from that intention ſlray'd, 
wo cou'd not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid; 153 
Againſt the Poets their own ams they turn'd, 
Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they learn'd. 
So modern Pothecaries, taught the art 
By Doctor's bills to play the Doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, 110 
Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
Pome on the leaves of antient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths e er ſpoil'd ſo much as they. 
Pome drily plain, without invention's aid, 
Vrite dull receits how poems may be made. 115 
Theſe loſe the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, 
\nd thoſe explain the meaning quite away. 

You then whoſe judgment the right courſe would ſteers 
ow well each Ancient's proper character; 
His Fable, Subject, ſcope in every page; 126 
Religion, Country, genius of his Age: 
Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 
Taril you may, but never criticize. 
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95 


* Nec enim artibus editis fadtum eſt ut argumenta inve- 
wemus, fed difta ſunt omnia antequam præciperentur, 
ox ea [criptores olſervata collecta ediderunt. Quintil. 
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Be Homer's works your Rudy, and delight, 

Read them by day, and meditate by night ; 1M. 
hence form rour judgment, thence your notions bring, Wi - 
And trace the Muſes uprrards to their ſpring. 7 
Still with iſe} compar'd, his text peruſe; 1 


—1 


Or let your comment be the Mantuan Muſe. 0 
* When firſt young Maro ſung of Kings and wan, 8. 
Ter warning Ppæbus touch'd his trembling ears, 11 1 
Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic 's law, T 
And but from Nature's fountains ſcorn'd to draw : * 
But when t' examine ev'ry part he came, * 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the ſame: © 1M A 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold deſign ; F. 
And rules as ſtrict his labour'd work confine, A 
As if the Stagyrite oerlook'd each line. v 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem; y 
To copy nature is to copy them. 1 St 
«Ke W 

— —— . —_— 7 
Between Verſe 124 and 125 B 
Zoilus, had theſe been known, without a name It 
Had ad, and Perault ner en damn'd to fan A 

The ſenſe of found Antiquity had reign'd, (4 


And ſacred Homer yet been unpropbham d. 
None &er had thought his comprehenſive mind = - 
. To modern Cuſtoms, modern Rules confin'd; ( | 
Who for all Ages writ and all Mankind. 


1 ek , 1 | „ ut 
*Virz!, Eclog 6. Cum canerem Reges & Preii 1 
Cynthius aurem pellit 58 

all 


Ver. 131. F hen firſt great Maro in his boundleſs ni 
A wark Foutlaſt Immortal Rome dig"! 
VER. 138. And did his work to rules as frict confi 
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Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there's a happineſs as well as care. 
Muſic reſembles Poetry, in each E 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, 8 
145 


And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 
If, * where the rules not far enough extend, 


(Since rules were made but to promote their end) - 

Some lucky Licence anſwers to the full 

Th' intent propos d, that Licence is a rule. 

Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 150 
May boldly deviate from the common track. 

Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, - 

And riſe to faults true Critics dare not mend, 

From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 

And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 1357 
Which without paſſing thro' the judgment, gains 

The heart, and all its end at once attains. 

In proſpects, thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes, 

Which out of nature's common order riſe, 

The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 160 
Bat care in poetry muſt ſtill be had, 

It asks diſcretion ev'n in running mad: 

And tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, 

(4s Kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have made) 


„ as = —_  - — 
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* Negue tan ſana ſunt iſia Prætepta, ſed hoc quic- 
quid et, Utilitas excogitavit ; Non negabo autem fic utile 
fe plerunque ; verum fi eadem illa nobis aliud ſuadebit 
ullitas, hanc, relictis magiſtrorum autoritatibus, ſeguemur. 

| Quintil. lib, 2. cap. 13, 
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Moderns beware! or if you muſt offend 165 

Againſt the preeept, ne'er trangreſs its end ; 

Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need: 

And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. 

The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 170 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous thoughts 

"Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them ſeem. faults. 

Some figures monſtrous and miſhap'd appear, 

Conſider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 175 

Due diſtance reconciles to form an d grace. 

A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 


His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 


But with th'occafion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay ſeems ſometimes to fly. 180 
Thoſe oft' are ſtratagems which error ſeem, 
Nor is it Homer nods, but ve that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of ſacrilegious hands; 
Secure from flames, from envy's fiercer rage, 18; 
Peſtructive war, and all-devouring age. 
See, from each clime the learn'd their incenſe bring: 
Hear, in all tongues conſenting Pæans ring! 
In praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd, 
And fill the gen'rat Chorus of mankind ! 199 
Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier days; | 
Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe! 
Whoſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 
As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow! 
Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 197 


And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 
Oh 
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195 


Oh 
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Oh may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 

The laſt, the meaneſt of your ſons. inſpire, 

(That on weak wings, from far, purſues-your flights; 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 200 
To teach vain Wits a ſcience little known, 

Tadmire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own! 


OF all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 
Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, | 
What the weak head with ſtrongeſt biaſs rules, 209 
Is Pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 


Whatever nature has in worth deny'd, 


She gives in large recruits of needful pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in ſouls we find 

What wants in blood and ſpirits, ſwell'd wich wind: 219 
Pride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 

And fills up -all the mighty void of ſenſe. 


Il once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 


Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 

Truſt not yourſelf ; but your defects to know, 215 

Make uſe of ev'ry friend — and ey'ry foe. 
A /ittle learning is a dang'rons thing; 


Drink deep, or taſte not the Pizriaz ſpring : 


There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely ſobers us again. 220 
Pird at firſt ſight with what the Muſe imparts, 


| In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level cf our mind, 


Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind, - 
But more advanc'd, behold with ſtrange ſurprize 225 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience rife 
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So, pleas'd at firſt, . the tow'ring Alps we try, 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the sky, 
Th' eternal ſnows appear already paſt, 


eee laſt: 23 


But thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 


The growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 


Thꝰ increaling proſpect tires our wand' ring eyes, 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alb ariſe! 

* A perfect Judge will read each work of wit 235 
With the ſame ſpirit that its author writ, 
Survey the Mole, nor ſeek Night faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms tie mind; 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 
The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 240 
Put in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, b 
Correctly eold, and regularly low, 
That ſhunning faults, one quiet tenour keep; 
We cannot blame indeed, but we may ſleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 24 
B not th' exactneſs of peculiar parts; 
Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 


But the joint force and full reſult of all. 
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VI k. 227. So pleas'd at 5 the tow'ring Alps 60 try, 
FilPd with ideas of fair Italy, 
The traveller beholds with chearful eyes 
The I:js ning vales, and ſeems to tread" the ſkies, 


* Diligenter tegendum et, ac pane ad ſeribendi ſolliti- 


tudinem : Nec per partes modo ſerutanda ſunt omnia, ſed 


perlectusliber utique ex integro reſumenaus, Quintil, 
Thus 
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Thus when we view ſome well-proportion'd dome, 
(The world's juſt wonder, and ev*n thine, O Rome JE: __ 
No ſingle parts unequally ſurprize, 
All comes united to th'admiring eyes; 
No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length appear; 
The whole at once is bold; and regular. 
Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to fee, 155 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e er ſhall be. 
In ev'ry work regard the writer's End, 
37 Since none can compaſs more than they intend; * 
And if the means be juſt,” the conduct true, 
Apriauſe, in ſpight of trivial faults, is due. 260 
As men of bteeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T'avoid great errors, muſt the leſs commit. 
49 Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 
5 For not to know ſome trifles 18 a praiſe. 
Moſt Critics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 267 
Still make the whole depend upon a part: 13 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacrifice. | 
| Once on a time; La Mancha's Knight; they fay, # 
A certain Bard/encqunt'ring on the way 270 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as age, 
| As eber could Dennis, of: the laws-o'th? flage3 
Concluding -all-were deſp mate ſots and fools, 15 
| Who durſt depart from Ari totle's rules. 
Our author happy in a judge ſo nice,. 275 
| Produc'd his Play, and begg d the Knight? s advice; 4 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, 
The manners; S, pallons, unites; πτtH not: 
All x hich, exact to rule, were brought about, A 


Were but a;Combatgin the lit ts let out. 
F 7 1 K Wat FE 
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What! leave the combate out? exclaims the knight; 
Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagyrite. 
Not ſo by heav'n” (he anſwers in a rage) 
Knights, ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the ſlage.” 
Tube ſtage can ne'er fo vaſt a throng contain. 23; 
Then build a new, or act it in a Plain. 
Thus Critics, of leſs judgment than caprice, 

Curious, not knowing, not exact but nice, 
Form ſhort Ideas ; and offend in arts | 
s moſt in manners) by a love to parts, 299 

Some to Conceit alone their taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line; 

leas'd with a work where's nothing juſt or fit ; 
One glaring Chaos, and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus, unskilbd to trace | 295 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with Qrnaments their want of art: 
True * wit is nature to advantage drels'd, | 
What oft was thought, but neer {o- well expreſs'd; 300 
Something, whoſe truth convine'd' at ſight-ive ſind, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 
As ſhades more ſweetly recommend the light, 
So modeſt plainneſs ſets' off Iprightly wit: 5 
For works may have more wit than dôes em good, 305 
As bodies periſh thro? exceſs of blood. 

Others for Language all their care expreſs, - 
And value books, as women men, for Dreſs * 
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accipiunt animi quod aemſeunt. ___ Quintilib. 8. e. 4 
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Their praiſe is ſtil), the Style is excellent: | 
The Senſe, they humbly take upon content. 310 
Words are like leaves; and where they moſt abound, 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found. 

Falſe eloquence, like the Priſmatic glaſs, 

Its gaudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place; 

The face of nature we no more ſurvey, 315 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 

But true Expreſſion, like th' unchanging Sun, 

Clears, and improves whate er it ſhines upon, 4 
It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 
Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and Kill 320 
Appears more decent, as more ſuitable ; , 

A vile conceit in pompous words expreſs d, 

Is like a clown in regal purple dreſs'd : 

For diff rent ſtyles with diff rent ſubjects ſort, 

As ſeveral garbs with country, town, and court. 3275 
Some * by old words to fame have made pretence: 
Antients in phraſe, meer moderns in their ſenſe ! 


Such labour'd nothings, in ſo ſtrange a ſtyle, 


Amaze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned imile, 
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* Aobolita & abrogata retinere, inſolentiæ eujuſdan 
% & frivele in parvis jactantiæ. Quintil. lib. 1 c. 6- 

Opus eft ut verba à vetuſtate repetita neque crebra_ ſint, 
negue manifeſta, quiauil eft adioſi us affetatione, nec utique 
ab ultimis repetita temporibus. Oratio cujus ſumma vir- 
tus eſt perſpicuitat, quam fit-vitic/a fi egeat interprete P 
Erga at novorum vptima erunt maxime vetera, ita ve- 
terum maxime nova.” Idem. 
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Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the + Play, 33230 
Theſe ſparks with auk ward vanity diſplay . 
What the ſine Gentleman wore yeſterday, 

And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, 

As apes our grandfires, in their doublets dreſt. 

In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will holds 335 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new, or old; 

Be not the ſirſt by whom the new are try'd, 

Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 

But moſt by Numbers judge a Poet's ſong, 339 
And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong, 
In the bright Mule tho thouſand charms conſpire, 

Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools/admire 3 . 

Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, | 

Not mend their minds; as ſome to Church repair, 
Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 345 
Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, es 
Tho' þ oft the ear the open vowels tire: 
While expletives their feeble aid do joinn 
And ten low words oft' creep in one dull line; 
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1 Ben. Johnſon's Every Man i in his Humour. 
Quit populi ſermoeſt? quis enim? rig tarmine molli 
Nunc demum numero fluere ut per 1eve ſeveros - © 

Bfugit juntura ungues : ſeit tendere verſun, 
Non ſecus ac fi 1 5 rubritam e uno. 
| Perſius, Sat. 1 


t Fugiemus crebras tel > Mis ones, que vahan 


alque hianter orationem reddunt. Cie. ad Heretin, lib. bp 
Vide etiam Quintil. lib. 9. cap: 4. 
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While they ring round che ſame unvary'd chimes, 350 
With ſure returns of ſtill expected rhymes. 
Where-e'er- you find the cooling weftern breee, 1 
In the next line, # whiſpers thro' the trees; 

If cryſtal ſtreams 20i#h pleaſing murmurs creep, 

The reader's threaten'd (not in vain)” with feep. - 255 
Then, at the laſt and only couplet fraught Y 
With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought. 
A needleſs Alzxandrine ends the ſong, 

That like a wounded ſnake, drags its ſlo length fling. 


Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhimes, and know 360 


What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow ;- 

And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line, | 
Where Denham's ſtrength,” and Walter's ſweetnels j join, | 
True eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 

As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn d to dance. 365 


Tis not enough no harſhnels gives offence, - 


The ſound muſt ſeem an echo to the ſenſe. 

Solt is the ſtrain when Zephyr gently blows, 

And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 
But when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ore, 370 
The hoarſe, rough Verſe ſhould like the torrent roar. 1 


{ When Ajax ftrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move lo-; 


Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th' unbending corn, and skims along the main. 
Hear how * Timotheus vary d lays ſurprize, 375 

And bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe hi: 
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While, at each change, the ſon of Libyan Fove - 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 
Now his fierce eyes with {ſparkling fury glow, 380 
Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow : 

Perſians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 

And the World's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by Sound ! 

The pow'r of Muſic all our hearts allow ; 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 335 
Avoid Extremes; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, 


Wbo ſtill are pleas d too little or too much. 
At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence, 


That always ſhows great pride, or little ſenſe ; 

Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 390 

Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeit. | 

Yet let not each gay Turn thy rapture move, 

For fools admire, but men of ſenſe approve. | 

As things ſeem large; which we thro' miſts deſcry, 

Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. ' 395 
Some the French writers, {ome our-own deſpiſe; 

The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize. 


| (Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 


To one ſnall 2, and all are damn'd N > 


Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, | 400 


And force that Sun but on a part to mine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern climes; 
Which from the firſt has ſnone on ages paſt, 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt: 405 
(Tho! each may feel encreaſes and decays, 
And {ce now clearer and now darker days) 
Regard. not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the falſe, and value {till the true. 
Some 
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Some ne'er advance à judgment of their own, 410 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town ;z * 
3% They reaſon and conclude by precedent, 
And own ſtale nonſenſe which they ne er invent. 
Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 415 
Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he ; 
35 hat in proud dulneſs joins with Quality, 
A conſtant Critic at the great man's board; 
To fetch and carry nonſenfe for my Lord. 
What woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 410 
In ſome ſtarv'd hackney ſonneteer, br me 
But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 
How the wit brightens ! how the ſtyle refines! 
Before his ſacred name flies evry fault, 
And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 425 
The Vulgar thus through Imitation err; | | 
As oft' the Learn'd by being ingular; | 
8 much they ſcorn the croud, that if the this 
BB, chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: 
55 Schiſmatics the plain believers quit, 330 
And are but damm d for having too much wit. TO 
Some praiſe at morning what they blame at nigh 3 
But always think the laſt opinion right. 
N Muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us d, 
This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus d; 435 
] hile their weak heads, like towns unfortify'd, 
© Twixt ſenſe and nonſenſe daily change their fide. 
Aok them the cauſe; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay 
And ſtill to-morrow's wiſer than to day. . 
We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow 3 442 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt will think us ſo. 
l Once 
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Once School-divines this zealous iſle o'er-ſpread:;* - 
Who knew molt Sentences,” was deepeſt read? 
Faith, Goſpel, all, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, - 


And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted: 44 


Scotiſis and Tbomiſs, now, in peace remain, 
Amidit their kindred cobwebs in ene 
If Faith itſelf has diff'rent dreſſes worn, 
What wonder Modes in wit ſhould take "ys turn * 
Ofr, leaving what is natural and fit, 7 210 1025450 
The current folly proves the ready wit; 
And authors think their reputation ſafe, 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh... - 
Some valuing thofe of their own fide or nd, 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind: .. 455 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praiſe our'iclves in other men. 


; 5$9-1 
Parties in Wit attend: on thoſe of State, 
And POS: faction doubles private hate. ve 


—— 


Ven, 447 n ] A place deal old. "+ Co 
hand books were {old formerly, near, Smithfield. . | 
Between Verſe 449 and 450; 3 
De rhyming Clowns that g/addrd Shakeſpear's 2 


No more with crambi entertain the Stage. 
Wha now in Anagrams their Patron praiſe, © 
Or fing their Miſftrefs in Acreftic las? 
Eyn pulpits pleas d with merry puns of yore 3 
Now ell are baniſpb'd to th Hibernian foore E -: 
Thus leaving tohat toad natural and Jt, | 
Toe current folly prod their ready wit 3 

And author. thought their reputation vs 


Woich lio d as long as fools were pleas'd to laugh.” 
Pride 
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ride, Malice, Folly, againſt Dryden roſe;. 

In various ſhapes of Parſons, Critics, Beaus ;- 
Bat ſenſe ſurviy d, when merry jeſts were paſt; 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 

Might he return, and bleſs once more- our eyes, 
New Blacꝶmores and new Milbourns mult ariſe: 
Nay ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from che dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 

But like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true; 


For envy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 


T oppaling body's groſſneſs, not its own. 
When firſt that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays ; 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 

Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend, 


Eis praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till all commend. 


Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 

And 'tis but juſt to let them live betimes. 

No longer now that golden age appears, 

When Patriarch-wits ſurviv'd a thouſand years: 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
And bare threeſcore is all ev'n that can boaſt : 


Our ſons their fathers failing language ſee, 


And ſuch as Chaucer is ſhall Dryden be. 

| $0 when the faithful pencil has dehign'd 

Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, 

Where a new world leaps out at his command, 
And ready nature waits upon his hand; 

When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 

And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light, 
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When mellowing years their full perfection give, 

And each bold figure juſt begins to live; 

The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, pi 

And all the bright creation fades away? 495 
Unhappy Wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 

Attones not for that envy which it brings. 

In youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt, 

But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt ! 

Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring ſupplies, 500 

That gayly blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 

What is this wit, which muſt our cares employ ? 

The owner's wife, that other men enjoy 3 

The moſt our trouble Kill when moſt admir'd ; 

The more we give, the more is ſtill requir'd ; 

The fame with pains we gain, but loſe with eaſe ; Fog 

Jure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe ; 

Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, 

By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone ! 
If wit ſo much from-ign'rance undergo, 510 

Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! 

Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excel, 

And ſuch were praisd who but endeavour'd well: 

Tho' Triumphs were to Gerrrals only due, 

Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the ſoldiers too. 5 

Now, they who reach Parnaſſus lofty crown, 

Employ their pains ta ſpurn ſome others down; 

And while ſelf-love each jealous writer rules, 

Contending wits become the ſport of fools. 
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VER. 494. The treach'rous colours in few years deray. 
5oo. Like ſome fair flow'r that in the ſpring 
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But fill the worſt with moſt regret commend; 520 
For each ill Author 1s as bad a Friend. 

To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 

Are mortals urg'd thro ſacred Luſt of praiſe? 

Ah ne'er fo dire à thirſt of glory boaſt, 

Nor in the Critic let the Man be loſt ? 525 
Good-nature and good-fenfe muſt ever join; 


| To err is humane, to forgive, divine. 


But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and four diſdain ; 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 530 
Nor fear a dearth im thefe flagitious times. 
No pardon vile O8/cenzty ſhould find, 
Tho wit and art conſpire to move your mind 
But Dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove 
As ſhameful ſure as Impotence in love. 535 
In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe | 


| Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with large increaſe z 
When Love was all an eaſy Monarch's care; 


Seldom at council, never in a war: 
Jilts rubd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen Farces writ; 540 


| Nay wits had penſions, and young Lords had wit: 
The Fair fate panting at a Courtier's play, 


And not a Mask went unimprov'd away :, 
The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, 


| And Virgins ſmil'd-at what they bluſh'd before. 545 


The following licence of a Foreign reign 
Did all the dregs of bold Sacinus drain; 


| Then unbelieving Prielts reform'd the nation, 


And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation 
Where heav'ns free ſubjects might their rights diſpute, 
Leſt God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute ; 521 


Pulpits 
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Pulpits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 
And Vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there 
Encourag'd thus, Wit's Titans bray'd the skies, 
And the Preſs groan'd with licens d blaſphemies. 555 
Theſe monſters, Critics ! with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 
Vet ſhun their fault, who, . ſcandalouſly nice, 
Will needs miſtake an author into vice; 
All ſeems infected that th infected ſpy, . 560 
As all Ro yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 
LEARN then what Morals Critics ought to ſhow, 
For tis but half a judge's tazky to know. 
"Tis not enough, wit, art, and learning join; 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſhine : 56; 
That not alone what to your judgment's due- | 
All may allaw ; but ſeek your friendſhip too. 
| Be filent always when you doubt your ſenſe ; 
And ſpeak, tho ſure, with ſeeming diffidence: i 
Some poſitive, perſiſting fops ve know, $70 
That, if once wrong, will needs be always fo ; 
Brit you, with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make each day a Critic on the laſt. 

Tis not enough, your counſel ſtill be true; 
Blunt truths mdre miſchief than nice falſlioods do; 575 
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Ven, 548. The Author has omitted two lines tobich 
too here, as containing a National Reflection, which itt 
bis ſtricter judgment he could not but diſapprove, on any 
People whatever. - 
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Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. 
Without good-breeding, truth is difapprov'd ; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov'd. © 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence 3 380 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be fo civil as to prove unjuſt. © * 

Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe ; ' | 
Thoſe beſt can bear reproof who merit praiſe. 585 
Twere well might Critics ſtill this freedom take; 

But 4pius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 

And ſtares tremendous, with a threat'ning eye, 

Like ſome fierce Tyrant in old Tapeſtry. | 
Fear moſt to tax an Honourable fool, 590 
Whoſe right it is, uncenſar'd to be dull; 

Such without wit are poets when they pleaſe, 

As without learning they can take Degrees. 

Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful Satyrs, 

And flattery to fulſome Dedicators, 595 
Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes no more, 
Than when they promiſe to give ſcribling o'er. 

"Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 

And charitably let the dull be vain : 

Your ſilence there is better than your ſpight, 600 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write? 

Still humming on, their drouzy courſe they keep, 

And laſh'd ſo long, like Tops, are laſh'd alleep. 

Falſe ſteps but help them to reaew the race, 

As after ſtumbling Jades will mend their pace. 60g 
What crouds of theſe impenitently bold, 

In ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, 


Still 
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Still run on Poets, in a raging vein, 

Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain, 

Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, G9 
And rhyme with all the rage of Impotence. 

Such ſhameleſs Bards we have; and yet tis true, 
There are as mad, abandon'd Critics too, 

The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 616 
With his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 

And always liſb'ning to himſelf appears. 

All books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 

From Drydeu's Fables down to Durfey's Tales. 

With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 620 
Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 

Name a new Play, and he's the Poet's friend, 

Nay ſhow'd his faults=——but when wou'd Poets mend! 
No place ſo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr d, 

Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church-yard, 
Nay, fly to altars; there they'll talk you dead 626 
For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread. 
Diſtruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, | 
It till looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; 0 
But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 630 


_— — 


— ets. 4 


Between Verſe 625 and 626 ; 
In vain you ſbrug and fweat, and firive to fly, 
Theſe know no Manners, but in Poetry: 
They'll flop a hungry Chaplain in his Grate, 
Aud treat of Unities of Time and Place. 
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And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 
Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thund'ring tyde. 

But where's the man, who counſel can beſtow, 
dill pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
/nbias'd, or by favour, or by ſpite 3 6 37 
ot dully prepoſſeſs d, or blindly right: 
ho' learn'd, well-bred: and tho' well- bred, fincere ; 
lodeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere: | 
Who to a friend his-Faults can freely ſhow, 640 
and gladly praiſe the merit of a foe ? 
Beſt with a taſte exact, yet unconſin d: 
\ knowledge beth of books and human-kind : 
Ben'rous converſe ; a ſoul exempt from pride; 
nd love to praiſe, with reaſon on his fide ? | 
Such once were Critics; ſuch the happy few, 6457 
ben, and Rome in better ages knew. | 

he mighty Stagyrite firſt left the ſhore, 
Ppread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore; 
He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Mæonian Star. 65650 
Poets, a race long unconfin'd and free, 
Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty. | 
Receiv'd his laws; and ſtood convinc'd *twas fit 
ho-conquer'd Nature, ſhould preſide o'er Wit. 


510 
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Between Verſe 650 and 6513 


die when all Nature was ſubdu'd before, 
Like his great pupil, figh'd and long d for more: 
Fancy's wild regions yet unvanyuiſh'd lay, 
A boundleſs empire, and that ozon'd no ſway. 
Poets, Cc. 
d Horace 
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And call new beauties forth from ev "ry line! 


All rang d in order, and diſpos d with grace; 


Horace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, Gp 

And without method talks us into ſenſe, 

Will like a friend, familiarly convey 

The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. | 

He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 

Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly writ, 7 

Yet judg'd with coolneſs, tho? he ſung with fire, 

His precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 

Our Critics take a contrary extreme, 

They judge with fury, but they write with fle'me: 

Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong Tranſlations 665 

By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. 
See * Dionyſus Homer's thoughts refine, 
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Fancy and art in gay Petronius meet, 
The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's wit. 67 
In grave Quintilian's copious work we find 
The juſteſt mles, and cleareſt method join'd: 
Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 


mn Y 


Nor thus alone the curious eye to pleaſe. 67 

But to be found, when need requires, with eaſe. 
Thee, bold Longinus! all the nine inſpire, 

And bleſs their Critic with a Poet's fire. 

An ardent judge, who zealous in his truſt, 

With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt; 6% 

Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws, 


| 

And is himſelt the great Sublime he draws. 
* Dionyſus of Halicarnaſſus. or, 
Ver. 677. The Muſes ſure Longinus did inſpire. WY. 
| Thy \ 
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Thus long ſueoeeding Crities juſtly reign'd, cer 
Licence repreſs'd, and*uſeful laws ordain dd 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 685 
And Arts ftill follow'd where her Eagles flew.” 
| From the ſame ſoes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 
And the ſame age ſaw learning fall, and Rm. 
With Tyranny; chen ſuperſtition joim d. 
As that the body, this enſlav d the mind 690 
Much was believ'd, but little underſtood. 
| And to be dull was conſtru d to be good; 
6608 ſecond deluge learning thus o'er-run, 8 | | 
| And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goth, begun. 21 bf 
At length Eraſmus, that great, injur'd name," Me 555 
(The glory of the Prieſthood, and the ſhame eh 
Stem'd the wild torrent of a barb*rous age, 916 
And drove thoſe holy Panlals off the age: ne 4 © . 4C 
| But ſee! each Muſe, in Leo's golden days, * 
Starts from her trance, and trims her wither d * ! 700 
Fome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt} and rears his rev rend kad! : 
608 Then ſculpture and her ſiſter · arts revive ; 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live: 
Wich ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; oy 
A 9 tg 1 and a * Vidu dak WV 
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Ver. 15 1. 41 Believ d, but nothing ante 
Between Verſe 692 and 6933 


Vain Wits and Critics were no more allow? * 
— 1 Fan none but Saints had licence to be proud. 
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writ an Art 4 Patch in verſe. He our d in the time 
re. Leo X. 
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Immortal Vida! on whoſe honour'd-brow 

The Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow: |! 

Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name, 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 710 
But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas d, 

Their antient bounds the baniſh'd /Muſes-paſs'd ; 

Thence arts o'er all the northern world advance: 

Bur. critic learning flouriſh'd moſt in France: 

The rules, a nation born to ſerve, obeys; 715 

And Boileau ſtill in right of Horace ſways. 

But we, brave Britons, foreign laws defpis'd,' 

And kept unconquer'd; and unciviliz'd, 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

We ſtill defy d the Romans, as of ol. 72 

Pet ſome there were, among the ſounder few - 

Of thoſe who leſs preſumꝰ d, and better knew, _ 

Who durſt aſſert the juſter ancient cauſe, 

And here reſtor d Wits fundamental laws. 

Such was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 

Nature's chief Maffer- piece is writing well. 

Such was Roſcommun not more learn d than oy 

With manners gen'rous as his noble blood; gl 

To kim the wit of Grerce and Rome was known, 

And ev'ry author's merit but his own. 730 

Such late was Walſb. the Muſe's judge and friend, 

Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend ; 

To failings mild, but zealous for deſert ; 

The cleareſt Head, and the ſincereſt Heart. 

This humble praiſe, lamented Shade, receive, 73 

This praiſe at leaſt a grateful Muſe may give: 


—— 


EE ay en Poetry by the Dude Buckingham. 
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The Muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to fing, 
Preſcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loft) no more attempts to riſe, 

But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: 740 
Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may view, 
The learn'd refle& on what before they knew: 

Careleſs of 'cenſure, nor too fond of fame ; 


Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame; 


Averſe alike to flatter, or offend ; 745 
Not free from fanlts, nor yet too vain to mend. 
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RAPE of the LOCK. 


HEROI-=COMICAL 


P O E M 


Written in the Lear 1712. 


Nolueram, Belinda, tus violare capilles : © 


Sed juvat hot precibus me tribuiſſe tuis. 
MARTIAL, 
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Mrs. Az4zzr14 Fzxmor. 


Mana my | | | 
T will be in vain to deny that I have fome regard 

for this piece, ſince I dedicate it to You. Yet you 
may bear me witneſs, it was intended only to di- 
vert a few young Ladies, who have good ſenſe and good 
humour enough-to laugh not -only at their ſex's little 
unguarded follies, but at their own. But as it was 
communicated with the air of a Secret, it ſoon found 
its way into the world. An tmperfe@ copy having been 
offered to a Bookſeller, you had the good-nature for 'my 

fake to conſent to the publication of one more correct: 
This 1 was fore'd to, before I had half executed my do- 
ſign, for the Mathinery was entirely — to com- 

pleat it. 

The Machinery, Madam, is a term ned by the 
Critics, to ſignify that part which the Deities, Angels, 
or Dæmons are made to act in a Poem: For the an- 
cient Poets are in one reſpect like many modern Ladies 
let an action be never fo trivial in itſelf, they always 
8 3 mak e 


132 EPISTLE. 
make it appear of the utmoſt importance.” Theſe Ma: 


chines I determin'd to raiſe on a new and odd founda. 
tion, the Rſcrucian doctrine of Spirits. 

I know how diſagreeable it is to make uſe of hard 

words before a Lady; but tis ſo much the concern of 
a Poet to have his works underſtood, and particularly 
by your Sex, that you muſt give me leave to N 
two or three difficult tems. 
The Roſcructuns are a people I "muſt bing you a0. 
quainted with. The beſt account I know of them is in 
a French book call'd Le Comte de Gabalis, which both 
in its title and ſize is ſo like a Novel, that many of the 
Fair Sex have read it for one by miſtake. According 
to theſe Gentlemen, the four Elements are inhabited by 
Spirits, which they call Sys, Gnomes, Nymphs, and 
Salamanders. The Gnomes or Dæmons of Earth de- 
light in miſchief; but the Hlybs, whoſe habitation is 
in the Air, are; the beſt : condition d creatures imaginable. 
For they ſay, any mortals may enjoy the moſt intimate 
familiarities with theſe gentle Spirits, upon a condition 
very eaſy to all true Wee, an inviolate dai of 
Chaſtity. ). 

As to the folowitg Canto's 8, all ** * of them 
ate as fabulous, as the Viſion. at the beginning, or the 
Transformation, at the end; (except the loſs of your 
Hair, which 1 always mention with reverence ) The 
Human perſons are 8s, fictitious as the Airy ones; and 
the character of Belinda, as it is now manag'd, reſembles 
you in nothing, but in Beau. 

If this, Poem had, as many Graces as ; there. « are in 
your, Perſon, or in your Ming, yet I, could never hope 
£7 .G 3 


EPISTLE. | 133 
it ſhould paſs thro' the world half fo Uncenſurd as 


You have done. But let its fortune be what it will, 

mine is happy enough, to have given me this occaſion 

of aſſuring you that I am, with the truck eſteem, 
Map Au, 


Your maſt obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


A. Pork. 
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e A r 0 J. 
H 4 T Aire has from . vince ſprings, 
What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 
I ſing—— This verſe to C———=, Muſe ! is due: 
This, ev'n Belinua may vouchfafe to view: © 1? 
Slight is the ſubject, but flot ſo the praiſe, 5 
If She inſpire, and He approve my las. 
, Say what ſtrange Motive, Goddeſs! could compel _ 
A well- bred Lord t'aſſault a gentle Belle? 
Oh ſay what ſtranger cauſe; yet unexplor'd, | 
Cou'd make a gentle Bells reject a Lord? 10 
In tasks ſo bold, can little men engage. 
And in ſoft boſoms dwells ſuch mighty age? 


— — — — — 
* 


De f etch of this Poem toas toritten in % than 
a fortnights time, in 1711, im two Canto's, and jo 
printed in à Miſcellany, without the name of the Author. 
The Machines were not injerted till a gear after, when be 
publib s it, and annex'd the foregoing Dedication. 

Vas. It, 12. I was in the firft editions, \ 
And dwells fuch rage in ſofteſt boſoms then, + 
And lodge ſuch daring fouls in little men? 


Sal 
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S9/ thro white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 
And ope'd thoſe eyes that 1 eclipſe the day; 
Now lap- dogs give themſelves the roufing ſhake, 15 
And ſleepleſs lovers, jult at twelve, oC 5 
RN 


Thrioe rung the bell, the TR knock 
And the preſe'd watch return'd + Hl AJ 
Belinda till her downy pillow preſt, 

Her guardian Sy/ph prolong'd the balmy reſt : 20 
"T'was he had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed 

The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head. 

A Youth more glitt'ring thin a Birth- night Beau. 
(That ev'n in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow) ) 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, — 25 
And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to 1+ vs zi 

: Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd. ae vile 
Of thouſand bright Inhabitants of Air nr 1 842 1 
If cer one Viſion touch d thy infant Bengt, v 
Of all the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught; 30 
Of airy Elves by moonlight ſhadows ſeen, - |, + 
The filver token, and the oircled green 
Or virgins viſited by Angel- po ss 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav*nly/flow'rs 3 + 
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VER. 13, &c. Sol thro white curtains did his — 
' diſplay, . | 

' And ope d thoſe eyes :28hich brighter ſhine this thy, 

\ Shock ju/f1bud:gio'n hinſelf the rouſi ng b, 
And Nymphs prepar d their Chocolate to tales 
Thrice the wrought flipper knack'd againſt the ground, 
Aud Bun watches the tenth hour reſaund. 
| Firſt Edit. 
Hear 
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Hear and believe! thy own importance kno ,, 385 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things bel -.—. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal d. 
To Maids alone and Children are reveald. 

What tho? no credit doubting Wits may gire? 
The Fair and Innocent ſhall: till believe. 48 
Know then, unnumber'd know. e Fong of 50 L 
The light Militia of the lower sk 77; . 
Theſe, tho? unſeen, are ever on the W 

Hang o'er: tlie Box, and hover round che Ring: 

Think what an Equipage thou haſt in Air. Fe 
\nd view with ſcorn two Pages and a Chair, 


As now your own, our beings were of old.. 
And once inclos'd eee e . 
Thence, by à ſoft tranſition, we repair 12 2 


rom earthly Vehicles to theſe of air. 58 
Think not, when Woman tranſient breath bs ll. 
hat all her vanities at once are dead: 
ducceeding vanities ſne ſtill regards, 

ind, tho ſhe plays no more, o'erlooks be. 

er joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, en 
And love of Ombre;" after death ſurvive:- 02 
or when the Fair in all e 1500 HT 
To their firſt Elements the Souls retir ee: 
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Ven. 54, 56. — = 224 gratis carr” 
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Armorumque oo viyis, gue dura tritentes 
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The Sprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 
Mount up, und take a Salamander name. 1 
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away, T7 32175124 20 
And ſip, with Nympbs, their elemental Tea. 
The graver Prude finks downward to a Gnome, 
Ia ſearch of miſchief till on Earth to roam. 
The light Coquettes in Sy/phi aloft repair, 123 
And ſport and flutter in the fields of Air. 
Know farther yet; whoever-fair and chaſte - 
Rejects mankind, is by ' ſome Syinb embrac'd : 
For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they i 
What guards the purity of melting Maids 
In courtly Balls, and end 
Safe from the treach rous friend, the daring * il 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, ñů 
When kind occafion-prompts their warm-delires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when: dancing fires? - 
"Tis but their Sy, the wiſe Celeſtials know, 
Tho' Hoxour is tho word: with Men belo 7 
Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their lacks 
For life predeſtin*dita the Gnomæs embrace. 
Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their erg 3 
When offers are diſdain d. and Jloye-deny'd':. ,_- 
Then gay Ideas croud the vacant brain, 
While Peers and Dukes, and all their ſweeping train, 
And Garters, Stars,. and Coronets appear, 
And in ſoft ſounds, Your Grace ſalutes their ear. 
Tis theſe that early. taint the female n 
Inſtruct the eyes of young Coquettes td roll, 
Teach Infants cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, - 
Aud little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 
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Of when the world ima gine women ſtray, 
he $y/25s thro' mykic mazes guide their ay, 
' WW kco! all the giddy cirels they purſue, - | 

und old impertinence expel by new: _ 
Vhat tender maid but muſt a victim fall 
ro one man's treat, but ſor another's hall? | 
Vhen Horio ſpeaks,” 'what virgin could withſtand; '- | 
f gentle Damon did not ſqueeze' her hand“ 
With varying vanities,” from ev'ry part. 
Iney ſhift the moying Toyſhop of their heart; 100 
here wigs. with wigs, with — Arg n 


ſtrive, | 
deaus baniſh beaus, and 8 a drive, 
This erring mortals Levity may call. 


Dh blind to truth! the Sy/phs contrive it all, © @ 5 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, — 
\ watchful ſprite, and | Ariel is my name. 
ate, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 
n the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
ſaw, alas! ſame dread event impend, | 
ver to the main this morning ſun deſcend. t T0 
ut heav'n reveals not what; or how, or here: en. 
arn'd by thy Sy/ph,” oh pious maid, Wet 
his to diſcloſe is all thy guardian enn. | 6295 A MA 
Beware of all, ber med beware er ak 2 
He ſaid ; when $3oct, who thought ſhe ſlept too long, 
ap d up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 116 
Twas then, Belinda. if repa ſax true 
Thy eyes firſt open'd on a Billet-doux; 
Wounds; Charms, and Ardors, were no fooner read, | 
But all the Viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. Lins 
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io The K A P E of de LOOK: 
And now, unveib'd, the Toilet 2 dupa d. 


Each ſilver Vaſe in myſtic order laid. 805 
Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph — 060 IA 
With head uncover'd, the Coſmetic pow'rs. | . 
A heav'nly Image in the glaſs appears, Th 

To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rear: am 
Th' inferior Prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, -. . of 
Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of Pride. © — Mil 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here in 
The various off rings of the world appear? 130 


From each ſne nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 
This casket India's glowing: gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder bon. 
The Tortoiſe here and Elephant unit, z; 
Transform'd to combs, the ſpeckled, and * white 
Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 
Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billee-dhuxe | 100 
Now awful Beauty puts on all its am:; 
The fair each moment. riſes in her charms, -.- - 4 
Repairs her ſmiles, awakens:evry grace, 6 + 
And calls forth all the wonder f her face: 

Sees by degrees a Purer bluſh- ariſe, Bev 4707 ved wo 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The buſy $y/ph»,ſurround their darling care, 
Theſe ſet the 1 * thoſe en to: hairy 't 
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VER, 145 The 400 Sylphs, E Ji kurbeng Trak 
tions of the Ra&467's relate, that ſeveral of the fallen An: 
bels became amorous of Women, and particularize ſome; 
' among 


115 
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Some fold «a 8 whill others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 


. 2A BT : 


among the reſt A/ae/, who lay with Naamab, the wife 
of Mab or of Ham; and who continging impenitent, 
ſtil} preſic ober ü e Women's Tolles 27 5 Rabti 
in Geneſ. 6. 2. 
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CANTO IL 


\TO T with more glories, in th' etherial plain, 
The Sun firſt riſes o'er the purpled main, 
Than iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Lanch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames. 

Fair Nymphs, and well-dreſt Youths around her ſhone, j 
But ev'ry eye was fix d on her alone. 

On her white breaſt a ſparkling Croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore, 


Her tively looks a fprightly mind diſcloſe, ich 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix d as thoſe: | 
Favours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends, * 
Oft' ſhe rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the ſun, her eyes the gazers ſtrike, Ty 
And, like the ſun, they ſhine on all alike. ; 


Yet graceful caſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride i 

Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 

If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you'll forget them 'em all. 
This Nymph, to the deſtruct ion of mankind, 

Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful hung behind 
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equal curls, and well conſpir d to deck 

ith ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck: 
— Fee in theſe labyrinths his flaves detains, © 
xd mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. 
ith hairy ſprindges we the birds betray, | 
cht lines of hair ſurprize the dinny prey, 
ir treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 
1 beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 


(aw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize aſpir d . 
ſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 

force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 

r when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, 

w ask, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 
For this, e&'er Phæbus roſe, he had . 
opitious heav'n, and ew'ry pow'r ador'd, 

It chiefly Lv to Love an altar baue, 
twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt. 
ere lay three garters, half a pair of gloves3 
d all the trophies of his former loves. 


e, 1 


j0 
don to obtain, and long poſſeſs the prize: 


he reſt, the winds difpersd in empty air. 
But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 

he ſun-beams trembling on the floating tydes; 
hile melting muſic ſteals upon the «ky, 

nd ſoften'd founds along the waters die; 


Th' advent'rous Baron the bright locks Amur d, 21 


ith tender Billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
d breathes three am'rous ſighs to raiſe the fire, 
hen proſtrate falls, «nd begs with ardent eyes 


The Pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray 1 r, 45 
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40 
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Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, bre 


Belinda ſmild, and all the world was gay. 0er 
All but the 8b with careful thoughts „pn hers 
Th impending woe fate heavy on his breaſt, 

He ſummons ſtraight his Denizens of air; the 
Fhe lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair: dg 
Soft oer the ſnhrouds aerial whiſpers breathe, Dur 
That ſeem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. wo 2 
Some to the ſun their inſect· wings unfold, , d fa 
Waft to the breeze, or ſink in clouds of gold; Ir le 
Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal ſight; ddr 
Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light. 1 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments fer, br 
Thin glitt ring textures of the filmy dew, ſt 
Dipt in the richeſt tincture of the skies, | E 


Where light diſports in ever-mingling dyes, 
While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings,- 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wy 
Amid the cirele, on the gilded maſt, 
Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 
His purple pinions opening to the ſun, 
He rais'd.-his azure wand, and thus begun. 
Ye Sy/phs and Sy/phids, to your chief give ear, ſt 


Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons hear! 8 
Ye know the ſpheres and various tasks _ s 
By laws eternal to th* aerial kind. _— v 


Some in the fields of parelt Atber play, 

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day. 
Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets thro' the boundleſs Sky. 
Some leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
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ſack the miſts in groſſer air below, , 
dip their pinions in the painted bow ! Gs 
brew fierce tempeſts on the wintry main, 285 
o'er the glebe diſtill the kindly rain. rib 308 
hers on earth-o'er human race preſide, wy 
arch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 6 
theſe the chief the care of Nations o. nm & 
d guard with Arms divine the Briti Throne. | 90 
Dur humbler provinee is to tend the Fair; 1 
t a leſs pleaſing, tho? leſs glorious care: 
) ave the powder from too rude a gale, 
let th? impriſon'd eſſences exhale 3 66h . 
draw freſh colours from the vernal flow! rs; mY 95 
} 
# 


ſteal from rainbows e'er they drop in ſhow'rs 
brighter waſh 3 to curl their waving bai. . 
ſt their blaſhes, and inſpire their airs z © UI" 
y oft”, in dreams, invention we beſtow, n | 
change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 100 
his day, black Omens threat the brighteſt Fair | 4 
at cer deſerv'd a watchful long”: 
e dire diſaſter,” of by force, or flights : 
t what, or where, the fates have wrapt in 28 
hether the nymph ſhall break Dianas aw, | 2 5 
ſome frail China jar receive a fax. 
ſtain her honour, or her new brocade, 

ret her pray'rs, or miſs a maſquerade, 

loſe her heart, or necklace, at a ball; 
whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt fall. 1 70 
te then, ye ſpirits! to your charge repair ; 

ie flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta's care; 

e drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign ; 

d, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 


ame 
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Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her forte Lader cg 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Su. 
To fifty choſen Syipbi, of ſpecial note; 

We truſt th' important charge, the Petticoat: 

Off have we known: that ſeveri-fold fence to 0 
Tho' ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribsi of WHA 
Form a ſtrong, line about the filver hound, 
And guard the wide-cixcumferencearound... 

Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 
His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his fins, 
Be ſtop' d in vials, or transfix d with pins z. 
Or plung d in lakes of bitter waſhes lie. | 
Or wedg d whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
Gums and Pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, 
While clog'd he beats his ſilken wings in vain 
Or Alom ſtypticks with contracting pow'r- 
Shrink his thin eſſence like a ſhrivelbd flow'r : 
Or as {xioz fix'd, the wretch ſhall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling Mil, 
In fumes of burning Chocolate ſhall glow... 
And tremble at the ſea that froaths below! _ 
He ſpoke ; ;. the ſpirits from the fails deſcend;. | 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants: of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling. for the birth of Fate. 
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Loſe hy thoſemeads, for n with op 
Where Thames with pride r eee rs” 
There ſtands a ſtructure of maj eſtie frame. 
Which from the neighb' ring Hampton takes i its flame. 
Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft* the fall ſoredoom 5 
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great AWN AI whom three realms obey; . 
Doſt ſometimes counſel tak and ſometimes Ten. 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 8 85% 
To taſte a while the pleaſures of a Cf, 10 
In various talk th inſtructive hours they puſt. 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; 

One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſb Queen, 


And one deſcribes a charming Tadian ſcreen'; 9 
8 120 
—— AX $9 7 27. 1) 19B20AT 20 W956 2. 

Vou 11. 12. Originally in ie firſt edition, 

1 In various talk the chearful hours they pas, 


Of, robo w as bitt, or who capotted laſt. 
3 A 


2 ö _— 


148 The RAPE Ke LOCK.” 


3 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 49 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of chat, U 
With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 9 
Mean while declining from the noon of day, 80 
2 = obliquely ſhoots his Wa ray; 20 A 
udg es ſopn .th T5 ſign, N. 8 4 
2 , Lune 1 2} : 
The merchant from th* Exchange returns in peace, 
And the long labours of the Toilet ceaſe. * 
Belinda now, whom thirſts of fame invites, 1 
Burns to encounter two ad vent'rous Knights, 
At Ombre ſingly to decide their doom; 
And fivllsher breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. T 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to jon, . 
Each band the number of the ſacred nine. 4 
Soon as ſhe'{preads her hand, th'aerial guard A 
Deſcend, and ſit on each important card: 3 
Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, | F. 
Then each, according tothe rank they — tal N 
For Sy/phs, yet mindful of. their ancient race, 3 
Are, as when women, . wondrous fond of place. 1 
Behold, four Kings in majeſty rever d, * 
With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; 8. 8 | 
And four fair Queens whoſe hands ſuſtain a flow'r, F 
Th' expreflive emblem of their ſofter pow'r ; 4 4 
Four Knaves i in garbs ſuceinct, a truſty hand. T 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; A, 
Ant particolour d troops, a ſhining train n ' 
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. T 
The 5kilful Nymph. reviews her force with care: 4 A; 
Let Spades be trumps ! ſhe ſaid, and trumps they wer Wl 


Nov 


2 


Were. 


Non 
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Naw move to war her ſable Matadores, 
In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 
Spadillis firſt, unconquerable Lord ! 


Led off two captive trumps, and fſivept the board. 


As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 

And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
Him B. follow'd, but his fate more hard 
Gain'd but one trump and one Plebeian card, 
With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 
The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, 

Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd, 

The reſt his many-colour'd oe conceal'd. 

The rebel Knaye, who dares his prince engage, 


| Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage, 


149 


50 


33 


60 


Fv'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens certhrew, 


And mow'd down armies in the fights of La, 
Sad chance of war! now deſlitute of aid, 
Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor Spade! 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 
Now to the Baran fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Th'imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black Tyrant firſt her victim dy d, 
Spite of his haughty mein, and barb'rous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs, in ſtate unwieldly ſpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe? 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 
Thiembroider'd King who ſhows but half his face, 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 
Of broken troops an eaſy conquelt find. 
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Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diſorder ſeen, 


With throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level green, 80 
Thus when diſpersd a routed army runs, 
Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's fable ſons, 
With like confuſion different nations fly, 
Of various habit, and of various dye, 
The pierc'd battalions diſ-united fall, 85 
In heaps on heaps; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 
'The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh ſhameful chance !) the Queen of Hearts. 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, 
A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look ; 99 
Ze ſees, and trembles at th'approaching ill, 
Taft in the jaws of ruin and Codi//e, | 
And now, (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd State) 
On one nice Trick depends the gen'ral fate. 
Au Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: The King unſeen 9 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive Queen; 
He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 
The nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the sky; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 109 
Oh thoughtleſs mortals! ever blind to fate, 
Too ſoon dejected, and too ſoon elate! 
Sadden, theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. 


For lo] the board with cups and ſpoons iscrown'd, 105, 


Ihe berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 
On ſhinivg Altars of Japan they raiſe 
Lhe ſilver lamp; the hery ſpirits blaze: 


| From filver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 


While China's earth rgceives the ſmoaking tyde: 110 
At 
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At once they gratify tleir ſoent and taſte, 
% Ard frequent cups prolong the rich repaſte. 
Strait hover round the Fair her airy band; 
Some, as ſhe ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd, 
Some o'er her lap their e eful plumes diſplay'd, 115 
Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
3; WW Coffee, Which makes the politician wile, 
And ſee thro? all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 
Sent up in vapoursto the 'Baron's brain | 
„New firatagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 120 
Ah ceaſe, raſh youth! deſiſt e' er tis too late, : 
ear the juſt Gods, and think of “ Scyllas Fate! 
Chang'd to à bird, and fent to flit in air, 3 
She dearly pays for Mus injur'd hair! 
But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 125 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill? 
93M Juit then, C/ari/2 drew with tempting grace 
1: WA two-cdg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe ; 
80 Ladies in Romance aſſiſt their Knight, e 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 36a... 
He tales the gift with rev'rence, and extends | 
The little engine on his finger's ends; 
This juſt behind Be/indg's neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head. 
[Swift tothe Lock a thouſand Sprites repair, 135 
A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twiteh'd the diamond in her ear; 
Thrice ſhe look d back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
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juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought 
The cloſe receſſes of the Virgin's thought; 
As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 
He watch'd th' Ideas rifing in her mind, 
Sudden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. or 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his pow'r expir' 145 
Reſign'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd. 
The Peer now ſpreads the glitt'ring Forfar wide, 
J incloſe the Lock; now joins it, to divide. f 
Nv'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched $y/ph too fondly interpos d: 150 
Fate urg'd the ſheers, and cut the Sy/ph in twain, 
But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again) | 
'The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 
Prom the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 
Then flaſh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 155 
And ſcreams of horror rend th' affrighted skies. 
Not louder ſhrieks to pitying heav'n are caſt, 
When husbands or when lapdogs breathe their laſt ; 
Or when rich China veſſels fall'n from high, 
In glitt'ring duſt, and painted fragments lie! 100 
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples tw ine, 
(The Victor cry'd) the glorious Prize is mine! 
While fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a Coach and fix the Br:iti/ Fair, 
As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 167 
Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 
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8 See > Milla," Lib. 6, of Satan cut aſunder by the Arcs 
auge! Michael. 
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While vifits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, 

When num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 

While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 

So long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhall live! 170 
What Time wou'd ſpare, from Steel receives its date, 

And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate ! 

Stec} could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 

And ſtrike to duſt th' imperial tow rs of Troy; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 173 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder then, fairnymph! thy hairs ſhou'd @el 

The conqu'ring force of unreſiſted feel ? 
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10 A CO NTDO IV 
B UT anxious cares the penſive nymph oppreſs'd, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt, 
Not youthful kings in battle ſeiz'd alive, 
Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 


Not ardent lovers robb d of all their bliſs, ; 


Not antient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her manteau's pinn'd awry, - 
F'er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 


As thou, ſad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 10 


For, that ſad moment, when the Sy/phs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 
Unbriel, a dusky, melancholy ſprite, 
As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 
Doxyn to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 15 


+ Repair'd to ſearch the gloomy Cave of Sp/zen. 


Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 


Ver. 1. Virg. En. 4. At regina gravi, &c. N 
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No chearful breeze this ſullen region knows, 
The dreadful Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 20 
Here in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 
And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, - 
She ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in place, 25 
But diff'ring far in figure and in face. 
Here ſtood 1//-nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd ; 
With ſtore of pray*rs, for mornings, nights, and noons, 
Her hand is fill'd; her boſom with lampoons. 30 
There 4fe&ation, with a fickly mien, 5 
Shows in her cheeks the roſes of eighteen, - 
Practis'd to liſp, and hang the head aſide, 
Faints into airs and languiſhes with pride, 
On the rich quilt ſinks: with becoming woe, 35 
Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow. | 
The fair-ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 


| When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. 


A conſtant Vapour o'er the palace flies; 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe ; 
Dreadful, as hermit's dreams in haunted ſhades, - 
Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids. | 
Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, -- 
Pale ſpeCtres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, EH an ſcenes, 47 
And chryſtal domes, and Angels in machines. 
 Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are ſeen, 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms-by Spleen. 
Here living Tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : 


H'4 A 
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A Pipkin there, like * Homer's Tripod walks ; 
Here ſighs a Jar, and there a  Gooſe-pye talks; 
Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works, 
And maids turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe paſt the Gnome thro? this fantaſtick band, 55 
A branch of healing Spleenwort in his hand, 
Then thus addreſs'd the pow'r—Hail wayward Queen 
Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours and of female wit, 
Who give th' hyſteric, or poetic fit, bo 
On various tempers act by various ways, 
Make ſome take phy ic, others ſcribble plays; 
Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 
And ſend the godly in a pett, to pray. 
A Nymph there is, that all thy pow'r diſdains, 65 
And thouſands more'in equal mirth maintains, 
But oh! if e er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, 
Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a loſing game; 40 
If &er with airy horns I planted heads, 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
Or caus'd ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, 
Or diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a Prude, 
Or e'er to coſtive lap- dog gave diſeaſe, 73 
Which not the tears of brighteſt eyes could caſe : 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin : 
That fingle act gives half the world the ſpleen. 


8 
/ 
: 
Y 
8 
a 
0 
. 


4 


— 
TT 


* See Hom. Nliad 18. of Vulcan's walking Tripods. 
+ Alludes to a real fact, a Lady of diſtinction imagin'd 
herſelf in this condition. 1 
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The Goddeſs with a diſcontented air 
Seems to reject him, tho ſhe grants his pray'r. 
A wond'rous Bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 
Like that where once Ves held the winds ; 


There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, 


Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 
A Vial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, 

Soft ſorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
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Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to day. 


Sunk in Thalefrir arms the nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound. 
Full o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies iſſued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Waloſtris fans the riſing fire. 


go 


O wretched maid ! ſhe ſpread her hands, and'cry'd, 95 
(While Hampton's echoes, wretched maid ! reply'd) 


Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care 
The bodkin, comb, and eſſence to prepare? 
For this your locks in paper durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? 
For this with fillets ſtrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead? 
Gods ! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hatr, 
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies ſtare! 
Honour forbid | at whoſe unrivald ſhrine 
Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. 
Methiuks already I your tears ſurvey, 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay, 
Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, 

And all your honour in a whiſper bot ! 
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How ſhall I, then, your helpleſs tame defend 7 ; 

Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! 

And ſhall this prize, th ineſtimable prize, 

Expos'd thro” cryſtal to the gazing eyes, - 
And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 15 


On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 


Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde-park:Circus grow. 

And wits take lodgings in the ſound of 'Bow 3 

Sooner let earth, air, jea, to Chaos fall, 90 

Men, monkeys, lap- dogs, parrots, periſh all ! ' 126 
She ſaid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs : 

(Sir Plume, of amber Snuff. box juſtly vain, 


And the nice conduct of a clouded cane“ 


With earneſt eyes, and round unchinking face, mou 
He firit the ſauff-box open'd, then the caſe % 152 
And thus broke out- My Lord, why, what the evil? 


2 — dsl damn the lock! fore Gad, you mult be civil! 


46 9 on't ! *tis paſt a jeſt nay prithee, pox f 

Give her the hair” —he ſpoke, and rapp'd his box. 1 „ 
It grieves me much (reply d the Peer again) | 

Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain. 

But“ by this Lock, this ſacred Lock I ſwear, + 

(Which never more ſhall join its parted hair ; 

Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 133 

Clip'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 

That while my noftrils draw the vital air, 

This hand which won it, ſhall for ever wear. 
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In alluſion to Achilles's cath in Homer. I. 1. 4 
Lie 


T5 


20 


The RAPE of the LOCK. 159 


He ſpoke, and ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 

The long-contended honours of her head. 140 
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome ! forbears not fo ; 

He breaks the Vial whence the ſorrows flow. 

Then ſee! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 


Her eyes half-languiſhing, half drown'd in tears; 


On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, 145 
Which, with a ſigh, ſhe rais'd ; and thus ſhe ſaid. 
For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 

Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite curl away | 

Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-Court theſe eyes had never ſeen ! 150 

Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid, | 

By love of Courts to num'rous ills betray'd. 

Oh had I rather unadmir'd remain'd | 

In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant Northern land; 

Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 155 

Where none learn Ombre, none Cer taſte Bohea / 

There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 

Like roſes, that in defarts bloom and die. 

What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to roam ? 

C had I ftay'd, and ſaid my pray'rs at home 160 

Twas this, the morning omens ſeem'd to tell; 

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch - box fell; 

The tott'ring China ſhook without a wind, 

Nay Poll ſate mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 

A Sy/ph too warn'd me of the threats of fate, 165 

In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late 

See the poor remnants of theſe {lighted hairs ! 

My hands ſhall rend what evn thy rapine ſpares : 

Theſe, in two fable ringlets taught to break, | 

Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck 3 170 
H 6 The 
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The fiſter-Jock now fits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow's fate foreſees its own; 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts once more thy ſacrilegious hands. 
Oh had thou, cruel ! been content to ſeize 
Hairs leſs in fight, or any hairs but thele ! 
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CANTO v. 


HE faid ; the pitying audience melt 1n tears, 
But Fate and ove had ſtopp'd the Baron's ears. 


nnn vain Thaleftris with reproach affails, 


For who can move when fair Belinda fails ? 
Not half ſo fix d the Trojan could remain, F 
While Auna begg d and Dido rag d in vain. 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; 
Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began. 

Say why are Beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the. vain man's toaſt? 16 
Why deck'd with all that land and ſea afford, 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel- like ador'd ? _ 
Why round our coaches croud the white-gloy'd Beaus, 
Why bows the ſide-box from its inmoſt rows; 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 2 5 
Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains : 
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Ven. 9, &c. body of the Speech of Sued to 
Cſaucus in Hamer. 
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Fhat-men may fay, when we the front-box grace, 
Behold the firſt in virtue, as in face ! 

Oh ! if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 

Charm'd the ſmall- pox, or chas'd old- age away; 20 


Who would not ſcorn what houſewife's cares produce, 


Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe ? 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint, 

Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to Paint. 2 
But fince, alas ! frail beauty mult decay, 22 
Curl'd or uncurl'd, ſince Locks will turn to grey; 

Since painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade, 

And ſhe who ſcorns a man, muſt die a maid ; 

What then remains but well our pow'r to uſe, 


And keep good-humour'd ſtill whate'er we loſe? 30 


And truſt me, dear ! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding fail. 


Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 


Charms firike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul. 

So ſpoke the Dame, but no applauſe enſu'd; 35 
Belinda frown'd, Waliſtris call'd her Prude. 

To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, 

And ſwift as lightning to the combat 085 

All ſide in parties, and begin th' attack; 


Fans clap, ſilks ruſſle, and tough whalebones crack; 40 
. Heroes and Heroines ſhouts confus'dly riſe, | 


And baſe, and treble voices ſtrike the skies, 
No common weapons in their hands are found, 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
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E Te is a 3 frequently repeated in Homer after any 
ſpeech, 
NY ſpokt=rrmmnmand all the Heraes applauded. 6 
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So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 5 
And heav'nly breaſts with human paſſions rage; 
Gainſt Pallas, Mars; hatond, Hermes armes: 
And all O/ympus rings. with loud alarms: ; 
7:2 thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around; 

Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps reſound 3; 50 
Earth ſhakes her. nodding tow'rs, the ground gives way, 
And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſhof day! A 

+ Triumphant Unbriel on a ſconce's height 
Clap'd his glad wings, and fate to view the fight: 
Prop'd on their bodkin ſpears, the Sprites furvey | 55 
The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray. | 7 

While. thro' the preſs enrag'd Tha/eftris flies, 

And ſcatters deaths around from both her eyes, 


| A Beau and. Witling periſh'd in the throng 


One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſung. 60 
* O cruel nymph !-a living death I bear,” > 25.4 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fapling upwards caſt, 

| Thoſe eyes are made ſo killing was his 25 

t Thus on Mæander's flow'ry margin lies n= 
Th' expiring * * as he YAO tic dies. 
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* Homer,. I. 20. 
+ Minerva in like manner, during the Battle of 


Uly/zs with the Suitors in Ody/.. perches on a beam 
of ta e roof to behold it. 


|| The Words of a Song in the Opera of Camilla. 
4 Ov. Ep. Sic ubi fata vocant, udis abjeFus in herbis, 


Ad vada Mæandri concinit albus olor. 
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When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down; 
Chloe ſteppd in, and kill'd him with a frown 3 
She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty hero ſlain, 
But, at her ſmile, the Beau reviv'd again. 0 
No Fove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 
Weighs the Men's wits againſt the Lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide z 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſidde. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 7 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes 
Nor fear'd the Chief th' unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold Lord with manly firength endu'd, 
She with one finger and a thumb ſubdu d Se 
Juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of Snuff the wily virgin threw z _ 
The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atome juſt, 
The pungent grains of titillating duſt. | 
Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o'erflows, 8 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe, | 
Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. | 
(+ The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 
Het great great grandfire wore about his neck, go 
In three ſeal-rings; which after, melted down, 


Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 


— 


vid. Homer I. 8. & Virg. En. 12. 


+ 1s imitation of the progreſs of ABmemnon . cf 
ere in Homer, H. 2. 
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Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells ſhe jingled, and the whiſtle blew ; 
Then · in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 95 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 

Boaſt not my fall (he cry'd) inſulting foe ? 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind: 
All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 1 
Rather than ſo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 10 
And burn in Cupid's flames, but burn alive. 

Reſtore the Lock ! ſhe cries ; and all around 
Reſtore the Lock I the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain 105 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſs d, 
And chiefs contend *till alt the prize is loft ! 
The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is ſought, but ſought in vain : 116 
With ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be bleſt, 


| So heav'n decrees ! with heav'n who can conteſt ? 


Some thought it mounted to the Lunar ſphere, 
Since all. things loſt on earth are treaſur d there. 

There Hero's wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, rig 
And Beau's in ſnnff-boxes and tweezer-caſes. 
There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found, 
And lover's hearts with ends of ribband bound, 
The courtier's promiſes, and ſick man's pray'rs, 
The ſmiles of harlot's, and the tears of heirs, 120 


3 


Vid. Arioſto, Canto 34. 
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Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
Dry'd butterflies, and: tomes of caluiſtry; | 
+ But truſt the Muſe che ſaw it upward riſe, 
Tho' mark'd by none but quick, paetic eyes: 
(So Rome's great-founder to the heav'ns withdrew, 125 
To Proculus alone confeſs'd in view) | 
A ſudden Star, it ſhot thro? liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heav'ns beſpangling with diſhevel'd. light. 130 
The Sy/pbs behold it kindling as it flies, 
And pleas'd purſue its progreſs thro? the ſkies. 
This the Beau-monde ſhall from the Mall ſurvey, 
And hail with muſic its propitious ray. | 
This the bleſt Lover ſhall for Venus take, 135 
And ſend up vows from Ro/amonaa's lake. | 
This Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs skies, 
When next he looks thro! Galilæos eyes; 1 
And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall: foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. © 140 
 Thenceaſe, bright Nymph! to mourn thy raviſh'dhair, 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere! 

ot all the treſſes that fair head can boaſt, 

all draw ſuch-envy as the Lock you loſt... 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 147 
When, after millions ſlain, yourſelf ſhall die; | 


* — — — 
— — — 


Ver. 137. Jobn Partridge was a ridiculous Star- 
gazer, who in his Almanacks every year, never fail'd to 
predict the downfal of the Pope, and the King of Fance, 
then at war with the Eugliſb. 1 | 
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When thoſe fair ſans ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 

And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt ; 

This Lock, the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, 

And 'midſt the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name, 150- 
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ARGUMENT. 


A Bulard and Floiſaftourifh'd i in the evelfth: vhtaryy 
they were two of the moſt diſtinguiſh'd perſons of 
their age in learning and beauty, but for nothing more 
famous than for their unfortunate paſſion, After a long 
courſe of Calamities, they-retired each to a ſeveral Con- 
vent, and conſecrated the remainder of their days to re- 
ligion. It was many years after this ſeparation, that a 
— of Abelard's to a Friend, which contain'd the hi- 
ſtory of his misfortune, fell into the hands of E1i/a, 
This awakening all her tenderneſs, occaſion'd thoſe cele- 
brated letters (out of which the following is partly en. 
tracted) which give ſo lively a picture of che ſtruggles ol 
grace and nature, virtue and paſſion. 
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ABELAR P. 


N theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 
Where heav'nly-penſive, contemplation dwells, 

And ever-muſing melancholy reigns ; 
What means this tumult in a VeſtaPs veins? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat ? 1 
Why feels my heart its long forgotten heat 
Yet, yet I love From Abelaru it came, 
And Eliſa yet muſt kiſs the name. 

Dear fatal name! reit ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeabd: 180 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd Idea lies: 
Oh write it not, my hand — the name appears 
Already written waſh it out my tears! 
In vain loſt Ela ſa weeps and prays, 5 WP 
Her heart till dictates, and her hand obeys. 


Relentleſs 
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Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſom round contains 


Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains: 

Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 

Ve grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn! 

Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 

And pitying faints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep! 

Tho' cold like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 

I have not yet forgot my {elf to ſtone. 

Heav'n claims me all in vain, while he has part, 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 

Nor pray'rs nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 

Nor tears, for ages, thought to flow in vain. 
Saon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 

That well-known name awakens all my woes. 

Oh name for ever ſad! for ever dear ! 

Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a tear. 

I tremble too where'er my own I find, 

Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. 

Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, 

Led thro' a {ad variety of woe: 

Now warm in love, now with'ring in thy beans . 

Loſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom ! 

There ſtern Religion quench'd th'unwilling flame, 

There dy'd the belt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 
Yet write, oh write me all, that J may join 

Griefs to thy grieſs, and echo ſighs to thine, 

Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away; 

And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? 

Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 

Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray'r ; 

No happier task theſe faded eyes purſue ; 

To read and weep is all they now can do. 
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Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; 
Ah, more than ſhareit! give me all thy grief. - 70 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's ad. 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 

They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love inſpires, 
Warm from the foul, and faithful to its fires, © t 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 56 
Excuſe the bluſh,” and pour out all the heart, R ert 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from foul to ſoul,” 

And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. | 

Thou know'ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame, 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's name 6 
My fancy form'd thee of angelick kind, 
Some Emanation of th' all- beauteous Mind. 
Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry . 
Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 
Guiltleſs T gaz'd ; heav'n liſten'd while you ſung; 6 8 
And truths * divine came mended from that tongue 
From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me tas no ſin to love: 
Back thro" the Paths of pleaſing ſenſe Iran 
Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. » 76 
Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I ſee; ; 
Nor envy them that heav'n I loſe for thee. 

Hove oft? when preſt to marriage have J ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made? 
Love, tree as air, at fight of human ties, 75 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let wealth, let honour, wait: the wedded dame, 
Auguſt her deed, and facred be her fame; 


* He was ber Preceptor in Philgſaphy and Divinity. 
Vor. I. I Before 
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Before true paſſion all thoſe views remove, 
Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to Love? 86 
The jealous God, when we profane his fires, 
T hole reſtleſs paſſions in revenge inſpires, 
And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 
Who ſeek in love for ought but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, Fd ſcorn em all: 
Not Cſar's empreſs wou'd I deign to prove; 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love; 
If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee! 90 
Oh happy ſtate ! when ſauls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature, law : 
All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſsd, 
No craving void left aking in the breaſt : 
Ev'n thought meets thought, e er from the lips i it part, 95 
And each warm waſh ſprings mutual from the heart. 
This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Welard and me. 
Alas how chang'd ! what ſudden horror riſe? 
A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies ! 100 
Where, where was Eloiſe? her voice, her hand, 
Her ponyard, had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian ſtay ! that bloody ſtroke reſtrain; 
The crime was common, common be the pain. 
can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſs'd. nog 
Let tears and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 
CanR thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, 
When victims at yow? altaf's foot we lay? 
Canit thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 110 
| 9 
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As with cold lips I kifs'd the ſacred veil, 

The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the conqueſt it ſurvey'd, 

And Saints with wonder heard the yows I made. 

Yet then, to. thoſe dread altars as I drew, 115 
Not on the Croſs my eyes were fix d, but you: 

Not grace, or zeal, loye only was my- call, 

And if I loſe thy love, I lofe my all. 

Come! with, thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe ; 
Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 

Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs'd ; 

Give all thou canſt——and let me dream the reſt. 

Ah no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 125 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 

Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 

And make my ſoul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, | 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 130 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 
You * rais'd theſe hallow'd walls; the deſert ſmil'd, 
And Paradiſe was open'd in the Wild. 


No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores 137 


Our ſhrines. irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 
No filver ſaints, by dying miſers given, 
Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited heav'n : 


1 "= . , * 


— —¶Eù [‚m(— — — = 


* He founded the Monaſtery. 
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But ſuch plain raofs as Piety could raiſe, 

And: only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. - 148 

In theſe lone walls (their day's eternal bound) 

Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd, 

Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 

And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light. | 

Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 145 

And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. | 

But now no face divine-contentment wears, 

Es all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 

See how the force of others pray'rs I try, 

(Oh pious fraud of am'rous charity!) 1 fe 

But why ſhould Ion others pray 'rs depend? 

Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend! 

$2 let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, 

And, all thoſe tender names in one, thy love! 

The darkſome pines that o'er yon” rocks reclin'd 155 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 

Due grots that echo to. the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales tliat pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze 16 

No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. 

But o'er the twilight groves, and duſky caves, 

T.onz-ſounding iſles, and intermingled graves, 

Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws _ 165 

A death like filence, and a dread repoſe : 

Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 

Snades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 

Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a brawner horror on the woods. 170 
Yet 
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Yet here for ever, ever mult I ſtay; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey !- 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 
And hereev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain; 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 
And wait, *till *tis no fin to mix with thine. 


Ah wretch! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 


Confels'd within the ſlave of love and man. 


Aſſiſt me heav'n! but whence aroſe that pray'r? 


Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair ? 

Ev'n here where frozen chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 
I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſollicit new; 


No turn'd to heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, 


Now think. of thee, and curſe my innocence, 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience, to forget! 

How ſhall I loſe the ſin, yet keep the ſenſe, 
And love th' offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love? 
Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, 

For hearts ſo touch d, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine. 
Eer ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate, - 

How often muſt it love, how often hate! 

How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 
Conceal, diſdain os all things but forget, 
But let heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d, 


? 


Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but inſpird ! 
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Oh come! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, my ſelf=and you, 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 201 
Alone, can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 

How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's lot? 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind! | 
Each pray'r accepted, and each wiſh reſign'd ; 210 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep 
* Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep 3 
Deſires compos'd, affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that Neft to heav'n. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 215 
And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden dream. 
For her the Spoyſe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymeneals ſing, 
For her th' unfading roſe of Eden blooms, pref 
And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes, '. 2320 
To ſounds of heav'nly harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in viſions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy: | 
When at the cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing day, 225 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings. to thee. 
O curſt, dear horrors of all-conſcious night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight! 230 
Provoking Dæmons all reſtraint remove, $1 
And fiir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 
J hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
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] wake: no more I hear, no more I view, 235 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

T call aloud; it hears not what I fay ; 

I ftretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 

Ye ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe ! 240 
Alas, no more methinks we wand'ring go 
Thro' dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe, 
Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 
And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkiess 245 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe, 

I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind, 

For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; 250 
Thy life a long, dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 

No pulſe that riots, and no bleod that glows. 

Still as the ſea, e' er winds were taught to blow, 

Or movjng ſpirit bade the waters flow; 

Soft as t * ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiv'n, | 255 
And mild as opening gleams of promis d heavin. 

Come Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread?ꝰ 
The torch of Venus burns not for the deddP. 
Nature ſtands check d; Religion difapproves : 

Ev'n thou art cold et Bloiſa loves. 260 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 
To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 

What ſcenes appear, where- e' er I turn my view, 
The dear Ideas where I fly, purſue, - | | 
Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 265 
Stain all wy ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 
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1 waſte the Matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 
Thy image ſteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I ſeem in ev'ry hymn; to hear, | 
With ev'ry bead I drop too ſoft a tear. | 27 
When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 

And ſwelling organs lift the riſing ſoul, 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my ſight: 

In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 275 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round, 

While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, 

Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ring in my eye, 

While praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, | 
And dawning grace is opening on my ſoul . 286 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 

Oppole thy ſelf to heay'n 3 diſpute my heart; 
Come with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 

Blot out each bright Idea of the skies; 

Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears! 7 235 
Take back my fruitleſs pznitence and pray'rs3 

Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode 3 

Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my God! 

No, fly me, fly me! far as Pole from Pole ; 

Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 290 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 

Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee... 

Thy oaths I quit, thy memory refign ; 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 

Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view !) 29 5 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu! 

O grace ſerene ! oh virtue heav'nly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 
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Frech blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky! 

And faith, our early immortality! 300 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt; 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt! 

See in her cell ſad E7i/a ſpread, 

Propt on ſome'tomb, a neighbour of the dead ! 

In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, 305 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 

Here as I watch'd the dying lampsaround, 

From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow ſound. 

Come, fiſter, come! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 

* Thy place is here, ſad ſiſter, come away 319 


8 Once like thy ſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, + 


Loves, victim then, tho' now a ſainted maid : 
But all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 
Here grief ſorgets to groan, and love to 3 
* Ev'n Superſtition loſes ev'ry fear: * 
For God, not man, abſolves our frailties here. 
I come, I come] prepare your roſeate bow'rs, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever-blooming flow'rs. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 


Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphic glow : 320 


Thou, Abelard! the laſt fad office pay, 

And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day: 

Sce my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my laſt breath, and cateh the flying ſoul! 

Ah no ln facred veſtments may'it thou ſtand, 325 

The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 

Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 

Feach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once lov'd E/97/a lee ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 
17 
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See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly 

See the laſt ſparkle languiſn in my eye! | 

Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath, be oer: 

And ev'n my Abelard belov'd no more. | 

O Death all-eloquent ! you only prove 335 
What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 
Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, 
{That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 

In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee round, 340 
From opening skies may ſtreaming glories ſhine, 

And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 

May * one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! | 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 345 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 

If ever chance two wand" ring lovers brings 

To Parac/ete's white walls and filver ſprings, 

O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their Wins 

And drink the falling tears each other ſheds : 359 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity mov'd, 

«© Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd ! 

From the full quire when loud Hoſanna's riſe, 

And ſwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice, 

Amid that ſcene, if ſome relenting eye 353 
Glance on the ſtone where our cold relicks lie, 


* Abelard and Eloiſa wore interr'd in the ſame gravr, 
or in monuments adjoining, in the Monaſtery of the Pa- 
raclete: He died in the year 1142, foe in 1163. 
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Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heav'n, 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiv'n, 

And ſure if fate ſome future bard ſhall join 

In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 360 
Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 

And image charms he muſt behold no more; 

Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 

Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory teli; 

The well-ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 365 
He beſt can paint em, who ſhall feel em moſt. 


- gs 
— 2 of — — 
"> —ũ7t.— 
— —  -. 


* wo 


A 


= \ 
= l \ \ Fa a: \ b 

——Y \ a Fr = _— 

— — . 5 2 — 
LY 5 - _ \ 24 \ - - = — — o_ 
—_—_— bl 5 . « hy * _—_ b l PIR" b "Em K bs 
8 7 2 k F * * 223 - 8 
J 2 = — r — 2 * _ . l = — — — — 
5 2 < - 9. (ag a — - I 22 * w> : De nee — — - 
_ _ A2 _ 3 2 > _— 2 — > * mn N 
2 — * — 1 —- * - > — = 3 5 K 

2 — — I 2— — * D = 2 L — A * a 

. ago RE: Cs — n 8 ö * > 2 * — 5 — - — = 
. 4. Go RE - © 22 2 — _ -— — — — 
4 . - 7 — . — * 
- —_— 2 — * 
* —— wor ö 
— — — — — 6 
— —— — ” 
— — Is —— — 
1 
a AX 
x 


' 


— 
— 77 
pate 


* 
> — 
— — 

— 


— CRT 
— : E — — » Y % = & 2 * 
2 - * 
* — , 
: — — — — — 
TT? 8 — = — 
a 4 * 
„ — 
* a 4 s 
—— A . 8 
v ˙ — — — — 


To the MEemony of an 


"Tis ſhe but why that bleeding boſom gor'd, 


Why.dunly gleams-the viſionary {word ? 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, 


J: it, in heav'n, a crime to love too well? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover's or a Roman's part? 

Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky, 

For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye Pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 
Above the vulgar flight of low deſire? 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes ; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods, 
Tnence to their images on earth it flows, 


And in the breaſts of Kings and Heroes glows ! 


„ Y 


UNFORTUNATE LADY. 


HAT beck'ning ghoſt, along the moonlight ſhade 
Invites my ſtep, and points to yonder glade ? 


FO 
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Moſt ſouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull fallen pris'ners in the body's cage: 
Dim lights of life that burn a length of years, 
Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; 
Like Eaſtern Kings a lazy Rate they keep, 
And cloſe confin'd in their own palace ſleep. | 
From theſe perhaps (e er nature bade her wie) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying y. Is 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, | 
And ſep'rate'from”their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the ſoul to itsbngenial place, ; 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race. 
But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 
See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, | 
Theſe cheeks, now fading at the blaſt of death ; 
Cold is that breaft which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if Eternal juſtice rules the ball, 
Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent herſes ſhall beſiege your gates. 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing ſay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 
Lo theſe were they, whoſe fouls the Furies ſteel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield, 
Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 
So periſh all, whoſe breaſt ne'er learn d to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 
What can atone (oh ever-injur'd ſhade!) 
Thy late unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
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No friend's complaint, .no kind domeſtic tear L 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſl, or grac d thy mournful bier. co 1 
By foreign hands, thy dying eyes were clos d, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honour'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'd ! 
What tho' no friends in ſable weeds appear, 53 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the publick ſhow ? 
What tho' no weeping Loves thy, aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate — 4 | 69 
What tho' no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with rifing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green. turf lie lightly on thy breaſt : 
There ſhall the Morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, — 65 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow ; 
While Angels with their filver wings o'erſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by the reliques made. 
So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth and fame. 70 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot 3 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 
Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, 75 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue, 
Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays ; 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
Aud the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart, 80 
| 5 b Liſe's 


* 


PROLOGUE To CATO. 


Life's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be o'er, __ | 
Fo The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more F 
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O wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind, in conſcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold: 
For this.the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, F. 
Commanding tears to ſtream thro? ev'ry age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move, | 
The hero's glory, or the virgin love; 10 
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In pitying Love, we but our weakneſs ſhow, 
And wild Ambition well deſerves its Wwe. 
Here tears ſhall low from a more gen'rous cauſe, 
Such Tears as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws : 
He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, rx 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 
Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plate thought,) and godlike Cato was: 
No common object to your fight diſplays, 
But what with pleaſure Heav'n itſelf ſurveys, 20 
A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling ſtate, 
While Cato gives his little Senate laws, _ 
What boſom beats not in his ne s eauſe ? 
Who ſees him act, but enviesev'ry deed ? 25 
Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed ? 
Ev'n when proud Cæſar *midit triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the poinp of wars, 
Ignobly vain and impotently great, 
Show'd Reme her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate; 30 
As her dead Father's rev'rend i mage pail, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day c'crcaſt ; 
The Triumph ceas d, tears guſh'd trom ev'ry eye; 
The World's great Victor pals'd unheeded by; 
Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador d, 37 
And honour'd Cæſar's leſs than Cats's ſword. 

Britons attend: be worth like this approv'd, 
And ſhow, you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cate view'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom ſhe ſubdu'd ; 40 
Our ſcene precariouily ſubſiſts too long 
On French tranſlation, and Italiun longs 


Dare 


* 


EPILOGUE TO JANE SHORE, 189 


Dare to have ſenſe your ſelves ; ; aſſert the ſtage, 

Be juſtly warm'd with your own native _. | 
Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Britiſh ear, 45 
As Cato's ſelf had not ee to hear. 
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Mr. R 0 W. Ps Ju Shore 


Deſi gn'd for Mrs. Oldfela. 


Rodigious this! the*Frail-one of our play 

From her own: Sex ſhould mercy find to- day 
You might have held the pretty head aſide, 
pee pid in your fans, been ſerious, thus, and eryd, 
The Play may paſs - but that ſtrange creature, Shore, 5 
] can't indeed now——Lſo hate a whore | 
Jult as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs skull. 
And thanks his. ſtars he was not born a fool; 
$9 from a ſiſter, ſinner you ſhall hear, 


Ho ſtrangely you expoſe your ſelf my dear p 10 
But 


10% EPILOGUE ro JANESHORE. 


But let me die, all raillery apart, 
Qur ſex are ſtill forgiving at their heart; 
And did not wicked cuſtom ſo contrive, 
We'd be the beſt good · natur d things alive. 
There are, tis true, who tell another tale 
That virtuous ladies envy while they rail: 
Such rage without betrays the fire within; 
In ſome cloſe corner of the ſoul, they ſin, 
Still hoarding up, moſt ſcandaloufly nice, 
Amidſt their virtues a reſerve of vice. 20 
The godly dame, who fleſhly failings damns, 
Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams, 
| Wou'd you enjoy ſoft nights and folid dinners? 
Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, and bed with ſinner 
Well, if our Author in the Wife oftends, 1 
He has a Huſband that will make amends: | 
He draws him gentle, terider, and forgiving, 
And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be living. 
In days of old, they pardon'd breach of vows, 
Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: 30 
PI u P]ytarch, what's his name, that writes his life? 
Tells us, that Cato dearly lov'd his wife : 
Yet if a friend, a night or ſo, ſhould need her, F 
He'd recommend her, as a ſpecial breeder. 
To lend a wife, few here would ſcraple make, "47 
But pray which of you all would take her back ? 
Tho' with the Stoick Chief our ſtage may ring, 
The Stoick Huſband was the glorious thing. 
The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, | 
And lov'd his country — but what's that to you? 40 
Thoſe ſtrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye, 


But the kind cuckold might inſtruct the City: 
ä There 
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There, many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 
Who ne er ſaw naked ſword, or look'd in Plato. 


If, after all, you think it a diſgrace, 55 
That Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face; 
To {ee a piece of failing fleſh and blood, £ ; 


In all the reſt ſo inipudently good; 
Faith, let the modeſt Matrons of the town, 


Come here in crouds, and Rare the ſtrumpet down. 50 


ij 


THE 


* 
” mw 1 


4 Clc 
TH 1 709 rn # N Th 
ALLEY |: 
Tg Ti 
7 85 An 
r N | | "7 7 T. 
In Imitation of SPENSER. ＋. 
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J. 
N ev'ry Town, where Thami: rolls his Tyde, H 
A narrow Paſs there is, with Houſes low ; I» 
Where ever and anon, the Stream is ey'd, B 
And many a Boat ſoft ſliding to and fro. C 
There oft? are heard the Notes of Infant Woe, T3 
The ſhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and ſhriller Squawl: W 5 
How can ye, Mothers, vex your Children o ? Y 
Some play, ſome eat, ſome cack againſt the Wall, ] 
And as they crouchen low, for Bread and Butter call, F 
| II. 
And on the broken Pavement here and there, 10 


Doth many a ſtinking Sprat and Herring lie; 

A Brandy and Tobacco Shop is near, | 

And Hens, and Dogs, and Hogs are feeding by 

And here a Sailor's Jacket hangs to dry : 

At ev'ry Door are Sun-burnt Matrons ſeen, 15 

Mending old Nets to catch the ſcaly Fry; 

Now finging ſhrill, and ſcolding eft between, 

Scolds anſwer foul-mouth'd Scolds ; bad Neighbourhood 
I ween, 


The 
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III. | 
The inappiſh Cur, (the Paſſengers annoy) ) | 
Cloſe at my Heel with yelping Treble flies; 26 
The whimp'ring Girl, and hoarſer-ſcreaming Boy, 
oin to the yelping Treble ſhrilling Cries ; 
The ſcolding Quean to louder Notes doth riſe, 
And her full Pipes thoſe ſhrilling Cries confound: 
To her full Pipes the grunting Hog replies; 
The grunting Hogs alarm the Neighbours round, 
And Curs, Girls, Boys, and Scolds, in the deep Baſe 


are drown'd, 
| IV. 


Hard by a Sty, beneath a Roof of Thatch, 
Dwelt Obliguy, who in her early Days 
Baskets of Fiſh at Billinſgate did watch, | 30 
Cod, Whiting, Oyſter, Mackrel, Sprat, or Plaice : 
There learn'd ſhe Speech from Tongues that never ceaſe. 
Slander beſide her, like a Magpye, chatters, 7 
With Ezoy,.. (ſpitting Cat,) dread Foe to Peace: 
Like a curſt Cur, Malice before her clatters, 38 
And vexing ev'ry Wight, tears Cloaths and all to 

Tatters. 

V. 

Her Dugs were mark'd by ev'ry Colliers Hand, 
Her Mouth was black as. Bull-Dogs at the Stall; 
She ſcratched, bit, and ſpai'd nor Lace and Band, 
And * and Rogue her Anſwer was at all; 40 
Nay, ev'n the Parts of Shame by Name would call: 
Whene'er ſhe paſſed by or Lane or Nook, 
Would greet the Man who turn'd him to the Wall, 
And by his hand obſcene the Porter took. 
Nor ever did askance like modeſt Virgin look. 45 
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20 N ALLEY. 

VI. 
Such Place hath Deptford, Navy- building Town, 
Molevich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtrong 6f Pitch; 
Such Lambeth, Envy of each Band and Gown, 
And Twick'nam ſuch, which fairer Scenes enrich, 
Grots, Statues, Urns, and 7 — s Dog and Bitch: x9 
Ne Village is without, on either ſide, 
All up the filver Thames, or all a down; 
Ne Richmond's ſelf, from whoſe tall Front is ey'd 


Vales, Spires, meandring Streams, and Windſor s tow'ry 
Pride, 
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THE 


HAPPY LIFE 


OF A 


COUNTRY 1 


In Imitation of MARTIATL. 


Arſon, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 
Are better than the Biſhop's Bleſſing. 

A Wife that makes Conſerves; a Steed 
That carries double when there's need : 
Ogober, ſtore, and beſt Virginia, 
Hebe- Pig, and mortuary Guinea: 
Gazettes ſent gratis down and frank'd, 
For which thy Patron's weekly thank'd : 
A large Concordance, (bound long fince,) 
Sermons to Charles the Firſt, when Princes 
A Chronicle of antient ſtanding 
A Chry/oſtom to ſmooth thy Band in: 
The Polyglott — three Parts my Text, 
Howbeit,-l[ikeriſc=now to my next, 
Lo here the Sæptung int, — ind Paul, 
To ſum the to bole., the Cloſe of all. 


10 


15 


206 The Harry Lirx of a Country Parson, 


He that has theſe, may paſs his Life, 
Drink with the *Squire, and kiſs his Wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his Fill ; 


And faſt on Fridays if he will ; 26 
Toaſt Church and Queen, explain the News, f | | 
Talk with Church-Wardens about” Fs, 7 EY | 
Pray heartily for ſome new Gift, 
And ſhake his Head at Doctor S——— 7. 3 
” | | | { n N _— 4 8 E . 
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ARTIM ESI A 


HO 4r:imfa talks, by Fits, 


41 Of Councils, Claſſicks, Fathers, Wits: 


Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke : 
Yet in ſome Things methinks ſhe fails, 
'Twere well if ſhe would pare her Nails, 

And wear a cleaner Smock. 


Haughty and huge as High-Datch Bride, 
Such Naſtineſs and ſo much Pride 
Are odly join'd by Fate: | 
On her large Squab you find her ſpread, 
Like a fat Corpſe upon a Bed, 

That lies and ſtinks in State. 


She wears no Colours (ſign of Grace} 
On any Part except her Face ; 

All white and black beſide ; 
Dauntleſs her Look, her Geſture proud, 
Her Voice theatrically loud, 

And maſculine her Stride. 
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$0 have I ſeen, in black and white 

A prating Thing, a Magpy hight, =» 20 
Majeſtically ſtalk; 

A ſtately, worthleſs Animal, "ER. cx 

That plies the Tongue, and wags the Tal, | 

All Flutter, Pride, and Talk, 


208 ARTIMESIA 


% » 


© PHRYNE 


— 


Je HR F VM E. 


PE YN E.-had Talents for Mankind, 

Open ſhe was, and unconfin'd, 
Like ſome free Port of Trade: 

Merchants unloaded here their Freight, 

And Agents from each foreign State, + 
Here firſt their Entry made, 


Her Learning and good Breeding ſuch, 
Whether th' Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniard or French came to her. 
| To all obliging ſhe'd appear: 6 
Twas Si Signier, twas Tam Mynbeer, 
Twas & il vous plaiſt, Monffeur. 


Obſcure by Birth, renown'd by Crimes, 
„Still changing Names, Religions, Climes, F 
At length ſhe turns a Bride: 5 
In Di'monds, Pearls, and rich Brocades, | 
She ſhines the firſt of batter'd Jades, 
And flutters in her Pride. 


So have I known thoſe Inſects fair, 

Which curious Germans hold fo are,) 20 
Still vary Shapes and Dyes; 

Still gain new Titles with new Forms; 

Firſt Grubs obſcene, then wriggling Worms, 
Then painted Butterflies. | 


I: Wor MACER, 


Hen fimple'Marer, now of high Renown, 
Firſt ſought a Poet's Fortune in the Town: 
"T'was all th' Ambition his high Soul could feel, 

To wear red Stockings, and to dine with 8. 

Some Ends of Verſe his Betters might afford, i 

And gave the harmleſs Fellow a good Word. 

t up with theſe, he ventur'd on the Town, 

And in a borrow'd Play, out-did poor C. 

There he ſtopt ſhort, nor ſince has writ a tittle, 

But has the Wit to make the moſt of little: 10 

Like ſtunted hide- bound Trees, that juſt have got 

Sufficient Sap, at once to bear and rot. 

* Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets. commends, 

Not of the Wits his Foes, but Fools his Friends. 

So ſome coarſe Country Wench, almoſt decay'd, - 15 
Trudges to Town, and firſt turns Chambermaid ; 
Aukward and ſupple, each Devoir to pay, 

She flatters her good Lady twice a Day; 

Thought wond'rqus honeſt, tho' of mean Degree, 
And ſtrangely lik d for her Simplicity: 20 


* 
. 5 


* He requeſted by public, Advertiſements, the Aia 
the Ingenioas, to make up a Miſcellany in 1713, 
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In a tranflated- Suit; then tries the Torn; 
With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own ; 
But juſt endur'd the Winter ſh&- began, 
And in four Months; a batter'd Hatridan. 
Now nothing's left, but whither'd, pale, and ſhirun!; 
To bawd for others and ga Shares with Punk. 


B 3 


T Q 
Mrs. M. B. 


sent on Her BIRTH-DAY, 


Tune 15. 


H, be thou bleſt with all that Heav'n can ſend ! 
Long Health, long Youth, long Pleaſure and 
Friend : 

Nat with thole Toys the Female Raceadmire, 
Riches that ex, and Vanities that fire; 
Not as the World its pretty Slaves rewards, F 
A Youth of Frolicks, an Old-Age of Cards; 
Fair to no Purpoſe, artful to no End, 
Young without Lovers, old without a Friend; 
A Foptheir Paſſion, but their Prize a Sot 3 
Alive, ridiculous ; and dead, forgot! 
Let Joy, or Eaſe, let Afluence, or Content, 
And the gay Conſcience of a. Life well ſpent, 
Calm ev'ry Thought, inſpirit ev'ry Grace, 
Glow in thy. Heart, and ſmile upon thy Face: 
Let Day improve on Day, and Year. on Year, 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a ar: 


Yr 7 O M | a M. 3. 173 : 


* Til Death unfelt that tender Frame deſtroy, 

| In ſome ſoft Dream, or Extaſy of Joy, 

Peaceful ſleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 

And wake te Raptures in a Life to come! 29 
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THOUGHTS || 


ON 


Various Subjetts. 


1 is the Madneſs of Many, for the gain of a 
Few. 

There never was any Party, Faction, Sect, or Cabal 
whatſoever, in which the moſt Ignorant were not the 
moſt Violent: For a Bee is not a buſier Animal than a 
Blockhead. However, ſuch Inſtruments are neceſſary 
to Politicians ; and perhaps it may be with States as 
with Clocks, which muſt have ſome dead Weight hang- 
ing at them, to help and- regulate the Motion of the 
finer and more uſeful Parts. 

To endeavour to work upon the Vulgar with fine 
Senſe, is like attempting to hew Blocks with a Razor. 

Fine Senſe and exalted: Senſe are not half fo uſeful as: 
common Senſe : There are forty Men of Wit for one 

Man of Senſe: And he that will carry nothing about 
him but Gold, will be every Day at a loſs for want of 
readier Change. | 

Learning is like Mercury, one of the moſt powerful 

and excellent Things in the World in skilful Hands; in 
unskilful, the moſt miſchievous. 

The niceſt Conſtitutions of Government are often like 
the fineſt Pieces of _— 5 which depending on 
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218 THOUGHTS o 
fo many-Motious, are therefore more {ubjeR to be out of 


order. — 

Every Man has juſt as much Vanity as he wants Un- 
derſtanding. 

Modeſty, if it were to be recommended * no 
elſe, this were enough, that the pretending to little 
leaves a Man at eaſe, whereas Boaſting requires a perpe- 
tual labour to appear what he is not: If we have Senſe, 
Modeſty beſt proves it to others; if we have none, it 
beſt hides our want of it. For as bluſhing will ſome- 
times make a Whore paſs for a virtuous Woman, fo 
Modeſty may make a Fool ſeem a Man of Senſe. 

It is not ſo much the being exempt from Faults, as 
the having overcome them, that is an Advantage to us; 
it being with the Follies of the Mind as with the Weeds 
of a Field, which if deſtroyed and conſumed upon the 
Place of their Birth, enrich and improve it more, than 
it none had ever ſprung; there. 

To pardon thoſe Abſurdities in nf Bd EL we 
cannot ſuffer in others, 1s neither better nor worſe than 
to be more willing to be Fools ourſelves, than to have 
others ſo. | 

A Man ſhould never be aſhamed to own he has been 
in the Wrong, which is but ſaying, in other Words, 
that he is wiſer to day than he was yeſterday. 

The beſt way to prove the clearneſs of our Mind, is 
by ſhewing its Faults ; as when a Stream diſcovers he 
Dirt at the Bottom, it convinceth us of the tranſparency 
and purity of the Water. 

Our Paſſions are like Convulſion-Fits, which although 
they make us ſtronger for the Time, leave us the weaker 
ever aſter. 

To be Angry is to revenge the Fault of others upon 
ourſelves. 

A brave Man thinks no one his Superior who does 
him an Injury ; for he has it then in his Power to make 
himlelf ſuperior to the other, by forgiving it. 

To relieve the Oppreſſed is the moſt glorious Act a 
Man is capabie of ; it is in ſome mealure doing the Bu- 
ſineſs of Gad and Providence. 1 
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'T- as little fear that God will damn a Man that has 
Charity, as I haps that the Prieſts can ſave « one who has 
not. 

Superſlition j is the * of the Soul. . | 

Atheiſts put on a - falſe Courage and Alacrity i in the 
midſt of their Darkneſs and Apprehenſions; like Chil- 
dren, who when they go in the dark will ſing for fear. 

An Atheiſt is but a mad ridiculous derider of Piety, 
but a Hypocrite makes a ſober Jeſt of God and Religion: 
he finds it eaſier to be upon his Knees; than to riſe to do 
a good Action: Like an impudent Debtor, who goes e- 
very Day and talks familiarly to his nn without 
ever paying what he o-wes. 

What Tully ſays of War, may be applied to Diſputing, 
it ſhould be always ſo managed as to remember that the 
only end of it is Peace; but generally true Diſputants 
are like true Sportſmen, their whole delight is in the Pur- 
ſuit; and a Diſputant no more cares for the Fruth, than 
the Sportſman. for the Hare. 

The Scripture in time of Diſputes is like an © 
Town in time of War, which ſerves indifferently the 

occaſions of both Parties; each makes uſe of it for the 
prefent Turn, and then reſigns 1 it to the next Comer to 
do the fame. _ 

Such as are till obſerving upon others, a are like thoſe 
who are always abroad at other Mens Houſes, reforming 
every Thing there, while their oπ¼nn runs to ruin. 

When Men grow Virtuous in their old Age, they 
only make a Sacrifice to God of the Deyil's Leavings. 

Some old Men by continually praiſing the time of 
their Youth, would almoſt periwade us that there were 
no Fools in thoſe Days; but unluckily they are left 
themſelves for Examples. 

When we are young, we are ſlaviſhly employed i in 
procuring ſomething whereby we may live comfortably 
when we grow old; and when we are old, we perceive 
It is too fate to live as we propoſed. 

The World is a Thing we mult of neceſſity either 
laugh at, or be angry at; if we laugh at it, they ſay we 

are 
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are proud ; if we ure angry ar it, they ſay we are il 
natured. . * 

People are ſcandalized if one laughs a- what they call 
a ſerious Thing. Suppoſe I was to have my Head cut 


off to Morrow, and all the World were talking of it to 


Day, yet why might not I. kogh to think, W har a Bufile 
is here about my Hi? ! 


The greateſt: Advantage I'knoiy of being thought a 


Wit by the che World, is that ĩt gives one > the ge; Free- 


dom of playing the Fool 

We ought in Humanity no more to deſpiſe a Man 
for the Misfortunes of the Mind, than for thoſe of the 
Body, when they are ſuch as he cannot help. Were 
this thoroughly conſidered, we ſhould no more laugh at 
one for having his Brains crack, than for having his 
Head broke. 

A Man of Wit is not incapable of Buſineſs, but bor 
it. A fprightly generous Horſe is able to carry a Pack- 
Saddle as well as an Als, but he is too good to By put to 
the Drudgery. 

Wherever I find a dert deal of Gratitude in a poor 
Man, I take it for granted, there would be as much Ge- 
nerofity if he were a rich Man. 

Flowers of Rhetoric in Sermons and ſerious Diſeonr- 
ſes, are like the blue and red Flowers in Corn, pleaſing 
to thoſe who come only for Amuſement, but prejudicial 
to him who would reap the Profit from it. 

When two People compliment each other with the 
Choice of any Thing, each of them generally gets that 
which he likes leaſt. 

He who tells a Lie, is not ſenſible how great a Task 
he undertakes, for he muſt be forced to invent twenty 
more to maintain that one. 

Giving Advice is many times only the privilege of 


ſaying a fooliſh thing ones ſelf, under pretence of hinder- 


mg another from doing one. 

It is with followers at Courts, as with followers on 
the Road, who firſt beſpatter hole that 80 before, and 
chen tread on their Heels, | Fall 
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Falſe Happineſs is like falſe Money, it paſſes for 2 
Time as —＋ the true, and ſerves ſome ordinary Oc- 
caſions; but when i is brought to the Touch, we find 
the lightneſs and allay, and feel the Loſs. | 

Daſtardly Men are like ſorry Hotſes, who have but 
juſt Spirit and Mettle enough to be Miſchievous.  - 
Some People will never learn any thing, for this 
Reaſon, becauſe they underſtand every Thing too ſoon. 

A Perſon, who is too nice an Obſerver of the Buſineſs 
of the Crowd, like one who is too curious in obſerving 
the labour of the Bees, will often be ſtung for his Curio- 
fity. | | a 
% Man of Bufineſs may falt of Philoſophy, a Man 
who has none may practiſs it. | 

There are fome /olitury Wretches, who ſeem to have 
left the reſt of Mankind, only as Eve left Adam, to meet 
the Devil in private. 3 

The Vanity of Human Life is like a River, conſtant 

paſſing away, and yet conſtantly coming on. | 

I ſeldom ſee a Noble Building, or any great Piece of 
Magnificence and Pomp, but I think, how little is all 
this to ſatisfy the Ambition, or to fill the Idea, of an 
Immortal Soul F © 

It is a certain Truth, that a Man is never fo eaſy or ſo 
Sttle impoſed upon, as among People of the beſt Senſe : 
It coſts far more trouble to be admitted or continued in 
11] Company than in good; as the former have leſs Un- 
derſtanding to be'employed, fo they have more Vanity 
to be pleaſed ; and to keep a Foot conſtantly in good 
— 23 with himſelf, and with others, is no very eaſy 

The Difference between what is commonly called or- 
dinary Company and good Company, is only hearing 
the ſame things ſaid in a little Room, or in a large Salon, 
at ſmall Tables, or at great Tables, before two Candles 
or twenty Sconces. *** | 

Two Women ſeldom grow intimate but at the Ex- 
pence of a third Perfon ; they make Friendſhips as Kings 
o old made Leagues, who ſacrificed ſome poor aw 
| WAX 
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betwixt them, and commenced ſtriẽt Allies: So the La- 


dies, after they have pulled ſome Character to Pieces, are 
from thenceforth inviolable Friends. 
It is with narrow-ſoul'd People as with narrow-neck'd 


Bottles: The leſs they have in them, the more Noiſe 
they make in pouring it out. 


Many Men have been capable of doing a wiſe Thing, 
more a cunning Thing, but very few a generous Thing. 

Since it is reaſonable to doubt moſt Things, we ſhould 
ka of all doubt that Reaſon of ours which would de- 


monſtrate all Things. 


To buy . as ſome do who make no uſe of them, 
only becauſe.they were publiſhed by.an eminent Printer, 
1s much as if a Man ſhould buy Cloaths that did not fit 
20 only becauſe. they were made by ſome famous Tay- 


bi is as offenſive to ſpeak Wit in a Fool's Company, 


as it would be ill Manners to whiſper in it; he is dif- 


pleaſed at both for the ſame Reaſon, becauſe he is Igno- 
rant of what is faid. . 


A A good-natur'd Man has the whole World to be hap- 


py out of: Whatever Good befals his Species, a well- 
deſerving Perſon promoted, a modeſt Man advanced, an 
indigent one relieved, all this he looks upon but as a re- 
moter Bleſſing of Providence on himſelf; which then 
ſeems to make him amends for the narrowneſs of his own 
Fortune, when it does the ſame Thing he would have 
done had it been in his Power. For what a luxurious 
Man in Poverty would want for Horſes and Footmen, a 
good-natur'd Man wants for his Friend or the Poor. 
Falſe Criticks rail at falſe Wits, as Quacks and Im- 


poſtors are ſtill cautioning us to beware of Counterfeits, 


and decry others Cheats only to make more way for their 
own. 

Old Men, for the moſt Part, are like old Chronicles, 
that give you dull, but true Accounts of Times paſt, and 
are worth knowing only on that ſcore. 

There ſhould be, methinks, as little Merit in loving 2 
Woman for her Beauty, as in loving a Man for his Proſ- 


| * 5 both being equally ſubject to change. Wit 
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Wit in Converſation is only a readineſs of Thought 
and a facility of Expreſſion, or (in the Midwives Phraſe) 
a quick Conception and an eaſy Delivery. 


We ſhould manage our Thoughts in compoſing a Poem, 
as Shepherds do their Flowers in making a Garland, firſt. 
ſele& the Choiceſt, and then diſpoſe them in the moſt ' 
prgper Places, where they give a Luſtre to each other : 
Like the Feathers in Indian Crowns, which are ſo ma- 
naged that every one reflects a Part of its Colour and 
Gloſs on the next. | | e 

As handſome Children are more a diſhonour to a de- 
formed Father than ugly ones, becauſe, unlike himſelf ;. 
ſo good Thoughts, owned- by a Plagiary, bring him more 
Shame than his own ill ones. When a poor Thief ap- 
pears. in rich Garments, we immediately know they are 
none of his own. | 

If he, who does an Injury, be his own Judge in his 
own Cauſe, and does Wrong without; Reaſon, by 
being the firſt Aggreſſor; then ſurely it is no Wander. 


the Injured ſhould think the ſame Way, and right 


himſelf by Revenge; that is, be both Judge and. 
Party too, ſince the other was ſo, who firlt wronged 


him. 


Human Brutes, like other Beaſts, find Snares and 
Poiſon in the Prov iſions of Life, and are allured by their 
Appetite to their Deſtructio . 
The moſt poſitive Men are the moſt Credulous 3 
fince they moſt believe, themſelves, and adviſe moſt with. 
avg falſeſt Flatterer and worſt Enemy, their own Self- 
ove. | | | 
Get your Enemies to read your Works, in order to 
mend them, for your Friend is ſo much your Second- 
Self, that he will judge too like you. 2 
Women uſe Lovers as they do Cards; they play with 
them a while, and when they have got all they can by 
them, throw them away; call for new ones, and then 
perhaps loſe by the new ones all they got by the old 
ones. g ES 
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Honour in a Woman's Month, like the Oath in the 
Mouth of a cheating Gameſter, is ever fill moſt uſed 'ag' 
their Truth is moſt queſtioned. | 7 

* Your true Jilt uſes Men like Cheſs-Men, ſhe never 
dwells ſo long on any ſingle Man as to overlook another, 
who may prove more Advantageous; nor gives one ano 
ther's Place, till ſhe has ſeen it is for her Intereſt ; but 
if one is more uſeful to her than others, brings him in 
over the Heads of all thoſe others. | . 

Women, as they are like Riddles in being unintelligi- 
ble, fo generally reſemble them in this, that they pleaſe 
us no longer when once we know them. 

A Man, who admires a fine Woman, has yet no more 
reaſon to' with himſelf her Husband, 'than one, who ad- 
mired the Hzfperian Fruit, would have had to wiſh him- 
ſelf the Dragon that kept it. 

He, who marries a Wife, becauſe he cannot always 


live chaſtly, is much like one, who finding a few Hu- 


mours in his Body, reſolves to wear a perpetual Bliſter. 

Married People, for being fo cloſely united, are but 
the apter to part; as Knots the harder they are pulled, 
break the ſooner. | 

A Family is but too often a Commonwealth of Ma- 
lignants : What we call the Charities and Ties of Affi- 
nity, prove but ſo many feparate and claſhing Intereſts : 
The Son wiſhes the Death of the Father; the younger 
Brother that of the elder; the elder repines at the Siſ- 
ters Portions: When any of them marry, there are new 
Diviſions, and new Animoſities. It is but natural and 
reaſonable to expect all this, and yet we faney no Com- 
fort but in a Family. 

Authors in France ſeldom ſpeak ill of each other, but 
when they have a perſonal Pique ; Authors in England 
ſeldom ſpeak well of each other, but when they have a 
perſonal Friendſhip. a 

There is nothing wanting to make all rational and diſ- 
intereſted People in the World, of one Religion, but that 
they ſhould talk together every Day. 8 


Men 
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Men are Grateful, in the ſame degree that they are 
Reſentful. | ; * 

The longer we live, the more we ſhall be convinced, 
that it is reaſonable to love God, and deſpiſe Man, as far 
as we know either | | 

It is impoſſible that an ill-natured Man can have a 
publick Spirit. For how ſhould he love ten thouſand 
Men, who never loved one? T. K. | 3 Ys 

That Character in Converſation - which common 
paſſes for agreeable, is made up of Civility and Falſhoody + 

A ſhort and certain Way to obtain the Character of a 
reaſonable and wiſe Man, is, when ever any one tells you 
his Opinion, to comply with it. 

What is generally accepted as Virtue in Women, is 
very different from what is thought ſo in Men: A very 
good Woman would make but a paltry Man. 

Some People are commended for a giddy kind of good 
Humour, which is as much a Virtue as Drunkenneſs. 

Thoſe People only will conftantly trouble you with 
doing little Offices for them, who leaſt deſerve you ſhould. 
do them any. © | * | 

Whoever has flattered his Friend ſucceſsfully, muſt at 
once think himſelf a Knave, and his Friend a Fool. 

We may ſee the ſmall Value God has for Riches, by 
the People he gives them to. D. A. | 
3. are next to Knaves? Thoſe that converſe with 
them. | | 
We are ſometimes apt to wonder, to ſee thoſe People- 
proud who have done the meaneſt Things. Whereas a 
Conſciouſneſs of having done poor Things, and « Shame 
of hearing it, often make the Compgſition we call Pride. 

An Excufe is worſe and more terrible than a Lye : 
For an Excuſe is a Lye guarded. 

Praiſe is like Ambergreaſe : A little Whiff of it, and by 
inatches is very agreeable 3 but when a Man holds a 
whole Lump of it to your Noſe, it is a Stink and ſtrikes 
you down. T R 3, > 5 ab 

The general Cry is againſt Ingratitude, but ſure the 


Complaint is miſplaced, it ſhould. be againſt = 
one 
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None but direct Villains are capable of wilful Ingratt- 
tude ; but almoſt every Body is capable of thinking he 
hath done more than- another deſerves, while the other 
thinks he hath received-leſs than he deſerves. 

I never knew any Man in my Life, who could not 
bear another's Misfortunes perfectly like a Chrittian. 

Several Explanations of Caſuiſts, by multiplying Sins, 
may be called Amendments to the ten Commandments, 

It is obſervable, that the Ladies frequent Tragedies 
more than Comedies: The Reaſon may be, that in 
Tragedy their Sex. is deified and adored, in Comedy ex · 

poſed and ridiculed. . 

The Character of Covetouluels i is what a Man gene- 
rally acquires more through ſome Niggardlineſs, or ill 
Grace, in little and inconſiderable Things, than in Ex- 
pences of any Conſequence. A very few Pounds a Year 
would. eaſe that Man of the ſcandal of Avarice. 

Some Men's Wit is like a dark Lanthorn, which ſerves 
their own Turn, and guides them their own Way; but 
is never known (according to the Scripture Phraſe) either 
to ſhine forth before Men, or to glorify their Father who 
3s in Heaven. 

IlIt often happens that thoſe are the beſt People, whoſe 

Characters have been moſt injured. by Slanderers : As we 
uſually find that to be the ſweeteſt Fruit which the Birds 
have been pecking at. 

The People all running to the Capital City, is like , 
Confluence of all. the Animal Spirits to the Heart ; 
Symptom that the Conſtitution is in Danger. 

A King may be a Tool, a thing of Straw ; but if he | 
ſerves to frighten our Enemies, and ſecure our Property 
it is well. enough: A Scarecrow is a Thing of Straw, 
but it protects the Corn. 

A Man coming to the Water ſide, is ſurrounded by all 
the Crew ; every one is officious, every one making Ap- 
lications, every. one offering his Services ; the Whole 
uftle of the Place ſeems to he only for him. 
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The ſame Man going from the Water Side, no Noiſe 
made about him, no Creature takes Notice of him, all 
let him paſs with utter Neglect! The Picture of a Mi- 
niſter when he comes into Power, and when he goes 
gut. 
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